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“many mellow sermons 
.. . In quietude & the 
aroma of Punchbowle”’ 


From a Midland Vicarage came this letter 
with its peeps of War and Peace .. . typical 
of those friendly commendations received 
from Barneys Smokers year after year. 


“ Dear Sirs, 

I always read with great interest the copies of 
letters you receive telling how smokers of your tobacco 
have discovered tins of their favourite brand in the 
most unlikely places. For my part I have bought 
‘Punchbowle’in spotsremote from civilisation but never 
from anywhere more romantic than a NAAFI canteen. 

To my mind, however, in these days of shortages, 
with so many smoking men of discriminating taste 
about, it is more amazing that my tobacconist can still 
find me my Saturday Tin, than that ‘ Punchbowle’ has 
been found in the Arctic or the Tropics. 

My parishioners have you to thank for many mellow 
sermons composed in quietude and the aroma of 


- 9° 


‘Punchbowle’. 

TO YOUNG SMOKERS 
EVERYWHERE 

In your quest for the tobacco of abiding 

joy, you are asked to give trial to 

Barney’s—which has won so many 


friends from the recommendations of 
older smokers. 


+ Barneys (medium), Parsons Pleasure (mild), 
Punchbowle ( full), each 4/3}d. oz, 


(298) John Sinclair Ltd., Manufacturers, Newcastle-upon-Tyne (f) 
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Invite your 
friends to choose 
their own gifts at 


MEN oR WOMEN, they will welcome the gay Gift Vouchers which can be 
exchanged at any branch of Boots. Vouchers can be bought for as little as 
1/- upwards and the choice includes beauty and toilet preparations, station- 
ery and fancy goods, books, and of course subscriptions to Boots Library. 

Call in at any of Boots 1,265 branches and solve your Christmas presents 
problem in this quick and easy way. 






























This Christmas 
it’s a case of 
ANTLER for 
everybody! 

Til 
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| The moat distinguished name 
ia Sravel Goods 


The perfect present — useful, 
long remembered and flattering 
because, as everybody knows, 
the very name ANTLER speaks 
I for superlative workmanship 
and finish. Ask to see these 
ANTLER soft-sided cases and 
others in the famous ANTLER 
range. No range could be at 
once so handsome and so inex- 
pensive. For example, the 18” 
Blouse Case is priced at only 68/6. 
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§. B. BROOKS & CO., LTD 
BIRMINGHAM, 3. 
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WHAT LAMPS | 
STAY BRIGHT ? 





















the outshining light 


Wherever there’s Mazda there’s good lighting! Mazda 
fluorescent lamps and lighting equipment are ideal for every 
lighting purpose—domestic, industrial, commercial, scientific ; 
while Mazda coiled-coil lamps give up to 20°, more light 
than ordinary tungsten lamps. Ask your local Mazda dealer ! 


es MAZDA LAMPS AND LIGHTING EQUIPMENT 


y Made by England 


The British Thomson-Houston Co. Ltd., Crown House, Aldwych, London, W.C.2 | 
4239 




















NEWS! 





to warm your hearth 


The open fire which 
need never go out 


Here is something new — 
a cheery OPEN fire such as 
we love best in these Islands, 
yet so designed that you 
can light it in the autumn 
and it will burn all winter 
long. At night just bank 
up, coal dust will do, turn 
down the control, and your 
‘AB’ will burn slowly until 
the morning—a gloriously 
warm room to come down 


FEDERATED SALES LTD., (Dept. Af), C0, GROSVENOR STREET, LONDON, W.1 


to, and no messy fire-laying 
and lighting; then open the 
air control and add more 
fuel — you’ll have leaping 
flames within ten minutes. 
No chilly house for you 
this winter. From £4.5.3. 
Please write for leaflet with 
details of colours, and name 
of nearest distributor. 


ANBIEIR 
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From now on, even | can do 
the washing 









AUTOMATICALLY 


FILLS ITSELF 
WITH WATER 


WASHES 9 Ib. CLOTHES 

RINSES THEM 3 TIMES 

SPINS THEM DAMP-DRY 
CLEANS and DRAINS ITSELF 
SWITCHES ITSELF OFF 


4 WASHES FOR 
ONE UNIT OF ELECTRICITY 














Hire Purchase 
Terms to suit 
every pocket 





 ——" 








Write for leaflet and address of your nearest BENDIX dealer 


BENDIX HOME APPLIANCES LTD. (DEPT. £), ALBION WORKS, KINGSBURY ROAD, BIRMINCHAM, 24 











OLD BLEACH CARPETS—fine quality Wilton in 
an exceptionally lovely range of colours are now 
to be found at the best stores. 
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a book about furnishing fabrics 


















You can get many charming 

ideas for interior decoration from the 
new Old Bleach book “ At Your 
Service”. It contains pictures, many 
in colour, of these well-known Irish 
fabrics as they are used in up-to-date 
homes ; it also gives. you a clear 
impression of the beauty and variety 
of Old Bleach furnishings in linen, 
wool, cotton and rayon — all fast to 
light and washing. Send a post card 
for it to the address below. 


TT me IY aL 


FURNISHINGS LIMITED 


Dept F.5. Randallstown, Northern Ireland 





yov4 LONDON MANCHESTER BIRMINGHAM SOUTHPORT HARROGATE 
LEICESTER LEEDS YORK SCARBOROUGH SHEFFIELD BRADFORD 


"TS ALRIGHT /— lie panerse EVERYTHING 
from MARSHALL & SNELGROVE ” 
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-Chrishwas Presents: PRES : NTS 


Wrile For PARTICULAR | 


Mustrated calalogue a 
of er 


SPINE SERINE I SOR 





—" pi 
Tacqmar = =HEAL'S 


16,Grosvenor Street London .W.). please write for catalogue. to: 
196 TOTTENHAM COURT i WAL 








t The art of geacrieed giving 


is best expressed in a 


Waldulag >= 


AS 











15 JEWELS 

NON-MAGNETIC 

segs LEVER MOVEMENT 
272 = 








This smart little ladies’ watch is a TA 

Christmas addition to the Rotary range. 

The 15 Jewel Rotary Lever movement 
is specially shaped to give this watch its 2 
outstanding feature —a clear round face A Am \ 
designed for easy reading. Like all See P 
Rotary Models, this watch is fitted with a “ 
fully-jewelled lever escapement ensuring 
long service and accurate time-keeping. WATCHES 
Truly a gift you are proud to give. 
We regret that supplies are limited. L__ 


ACCURACY AND DISTINCTION AT A REASONABLE PRICE 




















Waldybags are to be found at good stores everywhere—from about 5 gns. 
H. WALD & COMPANY LTD., 17 TOTTENHAM COURT ROAD, LONDON, W.1i lakdad your Jeweller for ROTARY - by MAM8 
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PALLADIUM 


Gold, platinum. .. and palladium— 
precious metals for fine 
jewellery. Palladium, 
and “having the whiteness 


three 


rarer than 


gold 
characteristic of platinum, is 
costly than 


and less 


lighter 
either. Ask your jeweller about 


Palladium for modern settings. 


" In this exquisite piece of jewellery, which 
PS was exhibited at the British Industries 
; Fair, sapphires and diamonds combine 
: with Palladium in a superb and 


fascinating effect. 


PLATINUM METALS DIVISION 
The Mond Nickel Company Limited 
Sunderland House, Curzon Street, London, W.1 
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The Omega Presentation Pair has met 
with such enthusiastic demand that — 
while import restrictions remain — these 
outstanding watches are necessarily in 
short supply. A few other fine Omega 
watches are obtainable from authorised 
jewellers. 





Welling Gb 


Here is something so much more than just a wedding present; here 
is a valuable personal gift that both will cherish for a life-time. 

He will marvel at the thinness and accuracy of his self-winding Omega 
Automatic. She will delight in wearing a gold watch and bracelet that 
will be a constant, graceful reminder of her happy wedding day. 
These elegantly matched gold watches are exquisite examples of 
Omega’s skill which is born of 100 years’ experience in the manu- 
facture of fine timepieces. 

Awarded the world’s highest timing certificate (Kew-Teddington 
Observatory), called upon to time the last three Olympic Games, 


Omega present in this gold ‘‘ Duet ”’ their latest creation in the science 


of watchmaking. 


O 


OMEGA 


The Omega Watch Co. (England) Ltd., 26/30 Holborn Viaduct, London, E.C.I, 
will send illustrated brochure and list of Omega appointed jewellers on request. 
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Blansheets, sheets could “yw 
be called ‘icy’ or ‘shivery ‘“— 
never cosy without benefit of 
hot water bottles. Now, as 
you nestle down between the 
Blansheets on a freezing win- 
ter’s night, warm from the 
toes up the moment you get 
into bed, you know the true 











WELC 














S 


="meaning of cosiness. Yet Blan- 


sheets’ soft luxurious texture 
can’t tickle the most sensi- 
tive skins—they’re cotton 
throughout: and, of course, 
they wash and boil easily. 
Write for the Blansheet book 
*‘ Warm Welcome’ sent free from 
the Vantona Household Advice 
Bureau (Dept 26B). 


Vantona Blansheets 


GIVE YOU A WARM WELCOME 


In white or pastel shades of blue, green, rose or gold 
From 8/- (30 x 40”) to 51/1ld. (80” x 108”) each, according to size 


Vantona Textiles Ltd., 107 Portland Street, Manchester 1 
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24-hour warmth @ 














you can afford 
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’ Banish the cold discomforts of the 

ESSE winter. A modern ESSE Heating Stove | 

gives continuous, day and night warmth 
with outstanding fuel economy. Closed 
fire models burn coke or other smokeless fuels . . . 
and for those who prefer an openable fire there 
is the new 400 B.J. Esse, or the Esse-Dura, suitable 
for ordinary coal or any solid fuel. With shaking 
bottom bars and fitted ashpan, ash removal is quick 

and clean. Write for free catalogue. 


SMITH & WELLSTOOD Ltd. Est. 1854 


Head Office : Bonnybridge, Stirlingshire 
London : 11, Ludgate Circus, E.C.4. 
And Liverpool, Edinburgh & Glasgow 


















It never 
forgets to 


RESET 
ITSELE 


* 


3 The world’s finest Alarm! 
Fully automatic; no winding 
of clock or alarm mechanism! 
Whenknobontopofcaseisde- 
pressed to stop alarm, it rises 
again on release automatically 
resetting alarm for the fol- 
lowing morning. To cut out 
alarm you press knoband twist 
slightly. Available in charming 
pastel shades at Smiths recog- 
nised Stockists everywhere. 


AUTOCAL (luminous) 
69/6 incl. P.T. 

AUTOLARM (non-luminous) 

59/6 incl. P.T. 


SMITHS SECTRIC 


Fully Automatic ALARMS 


* If you do not enjoy the advantages of A.C. Mains, be sure to get 
a Smiths Handwound Alarm from the beautiful range available. 
SMITHS ENGLISH CLOCKS LTD., The Clock & Watch Division of S. Smith & Sons (England) Led 








She’ll come out all right— 
she knows about ‘TEBILIZED’ 


She has no cause to worry — her dress 
was made ina fabric marked ‘TEBILIZED.’ 
No matter if it does get crushed, every 
fabric carrying this mark will resist and 
recover from creasing much as wool 
does naturally. 








EVERY FABRIC MARKED 


TEBILIZED 


HAS TESTED CREASE-RESISTANCE | 















Vill 


FOR A PERFECTLY BALANCED | 
DRINK | 
| 


| 
on 


IS THE NAME 


TO BEAR 
IN MIND 





CLAYTON’S 
ORANGE SQUASH 


Makes a good gin 
taste better 








QIsP 
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MONK &« GLASS 


is jolly good custard 











enemy 


About STONEGROUND 
WHOLEMEAL Bread .7 


Home-bakers in the South 
Country and the Manchester 
area can now obtain the 
real old-fashioned STONE- 
GROUND WHOLEMEAL, 
in 3 & 6 Ib. Bags, from 
HARRODS Ltd London SWI 
and John Williams & Sons 
Ltd., 400 Dickinson Road, 
Longsight, Manchester, 13. 








Wilda 





Wud 








LLER — 
Since 1805, when John 
Hindhaugh of Newcastle 
\ upon Tyne first packed his 
\ Stoneground Wholemeal, 
\ 

\ this famous product has been 
N . 
: making the best Brown Bread 
N 

\ 

\ 

N 

N 


ty 
Zi 


for Northern homes ...the 
“‘nutty’’nutritiousloafwhich || 
Dieticians and the Radio 
Doctor so much commend. 


















































HINDHAUGHS LTD.,38 CLOTH MARKET, 
NEWCASTLE-UPON-TYNE I - 








Make this a Prestige 
Christmas...give 


: Prestige pressure cookers 


From all good Stores and Ironmongers 








ee 
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Growing up— 
to beauty 


ae a ee ee ee Se 


Healthy even growth is the secret 
of untroubled adolescence in 
young girls — even nourishment 
of bones and teeth, of rounded 
body and silky skin make the 
lovely flowering of sweet 
seventeen. SevenSeaS Cod 
Liver Oil taken throughout 
makes sure that at the critical 
time the child will not outgrow ~" “4, ease 
her strength. For this sea-fresh : 
food contains all the extra 
values — in fats, calories and 
vitamins, in right proportions 
and in natural abundance. 











“Why look, my dear, how very queer ! 
Can Farrow’s men have dropped it — the 
gang that comes to can our plums ? 
They’ve picked the best and 

hopped it !” “* My love, how kind, 
they’ve left behind a present ; 

don’t refuse it. It’s rather cute, it 

opens fruit ; you’d better learn to use it ! ” 


FARR OW’S tor choice SevenSeaS SEA-FRESH FOOD 


Canned English Fruits and Vegetables, Salad Cream, Tomato Obtainable from all chemists, oil from 1/6, capsules from 1/9 
Ketchup and other good things from Orchard and Garden 
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| Seo es 
Christmas 
Book List 


$ 


SUEDE 
JACKETS 
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Give good books and you will make, 
and keep, good friends. Grown-ups 
will find in Hatchards—The World’s 
Finest Bookshop—a comprehensive 
range of new and second-hand books. 
Children will find a lovely Book-Room 
of their own. Call, write or ‘phone 
for List. 


Hatchards 


| 187 PICCADILLY, LONDON, W.I. 
Tel.: REGent 3201-6 








Put a spoonful of Nescafé 
in the cup—add near-boiling 
water. Grand coffee. Roaster- 
What a lovely fresh fragrance and flavour 

every time! Whether you add milk 





Christmas Present ! 








and sugar to taste or serve it black, A Uy : PM 
| +09, \ ae Ske ia | 
London you'll agree it’s the coffee for you. Gat “cos COP F EE - el | Booksellers to Their Majesties The Kinz, 
“oe enrarns Put } The Queen and to Queen Mary 
made by Nescafé is a soluble coffee product composed of coffee 
‘i Reger pene VANS Nae solids, combined a aaadurad with aaxtciis: maltose y | 
and dextrose added to protect the Havour. . 49C | 
i 


TRS RAE SS 


ADASTRA (Glenny & Hartley) LIMITED | , yo THER OF NESTL —E’s GOOD THINGS 














By Appointment to 
H.M. The King 
Silversmiths & Jewellers 


| Asprey 
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WRITE FOR CHRISTMAS CATALOGUE 


ASPREY & CO. LTD., 165/169 NEW BOND STREET, LONDON, W.1, 


Suggestions for Christmas Presents 


Lady’s gct. gold watch, by Longines. . . . . . 
, waterproof and dust-proof, 


Gentleman’s steel automatic winding watch 
by Jaeger Le Coultre 


. . . . 


gct. gold cigar piercer . a oe ee 
gct. gold champagne whisk  e SN See 
gct. gold trumpet shape cigarette holder . eee 
gct. gold set of buttons, links and studs i $2 SS 

gct. gold snake pattern earrings . . . . . . per pr. 
gct. goldcharms . . . . > from 
Ladies’ handbags . . : . from 
Set of 8 table mats with sporting scenes soe . from 
Pigskin toilet case lined oil silk ; ; Sea 
Pigskin wallets with silver-gilt corners - « « from 
Light hide brief case, 2 pockets . . sone 
Set of poker chips in wood and chromium halide ene 
Small horseshoe key chain with St. Christopher aiilillion . . Silver 


gct. geld 
Ladies’ garden secateurs, polished steel, white handles - 
Boys’ hair brushes in polished satin wand per pr. 
‘The Small Missal’? beautifully bound in Levent s morocco, gold tooling, 
various colours. . . 
Prayer books ‘‘Common Prayer, Hymns var wd Madera!” 
asabove . . . 


RE Spy : 


. . 


bound 
from 


and 62/64, The Promenade, Cheltenham. 





£38. 0.0 
fs. 37. 
£4. 0.0 
Mm. t3e 
fin. 5.0 
£20. 0.0 rs 
£11. 0.0 Ly 
5 : ee ues KERR 
£6186 7 Yi 
£5.10.0 WO Hy 
cc. 8.6 eee 
£4.18 .6 BSE 
i. 7.6 
£i0..17.6 
£1.10.0 
7712+ — & Wafer” Cigarette Light 
£4.10.6 g er 
£3.55.0 A cigarette lighter as slim as a dress watch, and with a first-time 
automatic action. 
£5 .10.0 A precision-made engineering achievement, produced with 
Asprey’s superb craftsmanship in gold or silver. 
cr. se In hall-marked engine-turned silver £9.17. 6 
£9. 9.0 In 9 carat engine-turned gold. . £47.10.0 

















WILLS’S 


Gi8Vv 


ritain’s Tradition . . . QUALITY 





With their natural flair 
for quality, more and more 
women are appreciating 
the outstanding quality 
of this famous cigarette. 


GOLD FLAKE 


CIGARETTES 
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Mrs. P. Dee—the Family Favourite 


PEARCE DUFFS 


CUSTARD AND JELLIES 


CUSTARD POWDER * JELLIES : BAKING POWDER » BLANCMANGE POWDER 











Keeping 
the human touch 


HEN manufacturing organisations become 

very large, there is sometimes a tendency to 
think of the factory as a gigantic machine, and the 
men and women who work there as merely cogs to 
keep the machine running. 

Such an attitude of mind is completely alien to 
the spirit of Hoover Limited. The men and 
women in the Hoover organisation are members of 
a team and they are treated as such. Every care is 
taken to ensure the finest working conditions, and 
to provide as many extra amenities as possible — 
sports clubs, social clubs, dramatic societies, day 
continuation classes, and so on — to enable em- 
ployees, whatever their tastes, to live a richer, 
fuller life. 

With Hoover Limited, Keeping the Human 
Touch is not merely an idealistic phrase; it is 
part of the Company’s tradition. 


HOOVER LIMITED 


Factories at: 


PERIVALE, MIDDLESEX * CAMBUSLANG, SCOTLAND 
MERTHYR TYDFIL,SOUTH WALES + HIGH WYCOMBE 























THE ~ZAZ THATS ALWAYS 
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COZY Stoves keep alight the whole 
24 hours with but little attention and 
using coke or ordinary kitchen nuts. 
You close the firedoors during the 
night or in the daytime when you 
are out, opening them when required 
soon to be greeted with the cheerful 
glow of an open fire. 





S$ T 
a waum welcome 


VES 


Please ask your Ironmonger 
or builders’ merchant for 
catalogue or write to— 


THE COZY STOVE CO. LTD., 26 Nassau Street, London, W.1 

























© Home Comfort 
S Radiates from the 
Kitchen“ 


Here is the unfailing 
source of deliciously cooked meals 
and a bountiful supply of hot water. 
The housewife has a reliable ally and 
a constant friend in the TRIPLEX 
MODEL “ V” COOKER. 


The Triplex is a combination of continuous 
burning, heavily insulated cooker and high 
pressure boiler. Economically fed, it con- 
sumes less than 36 Ibs. of fuel a day. 


@ Designed with every modern feature 
and produced of the highest grade 
materials. 


@ Finished in superb Cream and Black 
Porcelain Enamel. 


@ Spacious cooking oven and quick- 
boiling hotpliates. 


BOILER SUPPLIES 150 GALLONS OF HOT WATER A DAY 


Triplex. “VW” COOKER 


Please write for illustrated list and full details of recommended fuels to :— 
TRIPLEX FOUNDRY LIMITED - CREAT BRIDCE, STAFFS - Tel. : TIPTON 1293. 


%e Our famous Triplex open fire grates are still available 


SOE TI 


astro 


cee OEE 
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CIGAR 






A “ VINTAGE ” 






We have not hurried the advent 
of Royal Jamaica Cigars. We 
preferred to wait until we had 
accumulated a reserve of matured 
leaf. The best leaf, rolled by the 
most experienced makers, and 
cabinet boxes of seasoned cedar- 
wood, are worth waiting for. 























aaa The only all-leather shoe 
curisrmas |CUARANTEED WATERPROOF 


PRESENT LOTUS Veldtschoen 











Cut from 


the square 
95/- 


‘fMlewinéSonsLtd, 






























BOOTS - 115/- 
SHOES - 105/- 








103, JERMYN STREET, ST. JAMES’S, S.W.1 








ESTB. 1898 (Only Address) Tel.: WHitehall 4291 











SHIRTMAKERS & TAILORS—SPECIALISTS IN CLUB COLOURS | 
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Entirely NEW 


However stiff aii: 

the beard, the S 

wonderful 

new Phili- 

shave will 

give a per- 
fect shave — 

thanks to the new type of large 

round shaving head. 


\\ 














SS 
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Te 

See 
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Here is an entirely new kind of electric dry shaver 
—the Philishave-— with a large round shaving 
head. Gives a smoother, easier shave, however 
stiff the beard. Very quick, easy to use and operates 
on A.C. or D.C. mains on any voltage. Specially 
designed to fit your hand so that you can hold 
it at any angle. Slips easily into your pocket 
(you can take it wherever you go). Available 
at Electrical and Radio Dealers. Ask for a 


Specially designed to 
fit your hand — thus 
you can hold the 
Philishave at any angle 
and get round even 
the trickiest corners. 











demonstration. 
The wonderful new pce 
PHILIPS (plus P.T. 
£1.0.7) 











ELECTRIC DRY SHAVER 
For full details of the Philishave please write: 


“PHILISHAVE”, CENTURY HOUSE, SHAFTESBURY AVENUB, a, =e 
PS529B 





Every dinghy 





2 
Me 





The inshore fisherman who tends his 
crab pots and spins for mackerel; the 
fly fisherman and the man who trolls 
for pike; the longshoreman with his 
Xe bumboat and the yachtsman with his 
\ pram-dinghy—all bless their Seagulls 






BRITISH SEAGULL 


THE BRITISH SEAGULL COMPANY, LTD., POOLE, DORSET, ENGLAND 
Telephone: Poole 818 Telegrams; Seagull, Poole 
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| power station has its batteries. 
That will always be so, no matter what future source of 
energy may generate the main supply. For switchgear 
operation, emergency lighting, fire-fighting equipment and 
other auxiliary services, batteries are essential: for only ina 
battery can electrical power be stored against an emergency. 
In power stations all over the world batteries made by The 
Chloride Electrical Storage Company are at work or are 
being installed. Over 50 years’ experience of battery design 
and manufacture goes into every Chloride, Exide or Exide- 
Ironclad battery. They 


are batteries men have 


THE CHLORIDE ELECTRICAL 
STORAGE COMPANY LIMITED 
Exide Works, Clifton Junction 
near Manchester 


learnt to trust. 


6.88 
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TO: Managings pirecto 
cROM: Chie? Engineer 


a ted Newton, 


They ca” 
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is the steel industry 
giving us 
record output NOW? 


efficient 
industry. Energy, initiative, and skill are recognized and 


Because steel to-day is an enterprising, 


encouraged wherever they are found —in mill-hand, 
melter, or manager. 

The result is that annual output is over 15 million 
tons — 2 million tons more than the pre-war record in 
1939. Costs are being kept down and the increase in our 
exports since the war has been almost entirely in steel 
and goods made from steel. 

This great industry is unique in already combining 
Government supervision with the great advantages of 
free enterprise working in the best interests of Britain. 


EE | 


= = ZS 


is serving you well 


BRITISH !tRON AND STEEL FEDERATION 
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Hockey sticks... 
Helmets... 
and BEETLE * 


Chessmen are moulded, fishing rods are laminated with 
Beetle. Beetle laminates skis and ice-hockey sticks for winter sports; 
tennis-rackets and sculls for summer. Beetle adds strength. Crash helmets and 
hunting-caps have bodies of moulded pulp, Beetle bonded. Beetle adds colour to chess 

and tiddlywinks, draughts and dominoes. Manufacturers who want to score on strength, colour 

and finish should consult us. Our Research and Technical Service Departments are always ready to help. 


* BEETLE resins are binding and coating agents. They are used in making Beetle moulding 


powders ; combined with hardeners they form adhesives for wood. Beetle resins are used 
in the paper and textile industries, in the paint trade, and in foundries for binding sand cores. 


BEETLE MOULDING POWDERS - ADHESIVES - INDUSTRIAL RESINS 


BRITISH INDUSTRIAL PLASTICS LTD., 1 ARGYLL STREET, LONDON, W! 





‘Beetle’ is a trade mark registered in Great Britain and in most countries of the world 
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‘“Odds On’’ your 
favourite Cocktail in 
its new half - bottle 
flask with the liqueur- 


CARLE cup top. Carry it in 
Yi OUR z= if 1NGé your pocket. 
- tt cotta 0 “itle 8 ] 9 


Five shillings sends a thirteen-word greeting 
(including the prefix—GLT and the address) 


to any part of the Commonwealth—to some 
parts it costs even less. | 


CABLE AND WIRELESS LIMITED 


Electra House, Victoria Embankment, London, W.C.2 you'll BE GLA 


CVS-169 





per half-bottle flask 
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Cox 


TUBULAR STEEL 
NESTING CHAIRS 
FOR PERFECT 








IN ALL 
SURROUNDINGS 


Ideally suitable for 
the Hotel—restaur- 
ant or café, school, 
canteen, cinema or 
concert hall, and 
equally at home in 
the village hall, 
community centre, 
church, church hall 
or sports club 





-.. perhaps 
the finest 
made 






Please send for details 


(WaTtForno) tro. 


WATFORD BY-PASS 
WATFORD, HERTS 


Driway Weathercoats and Sportswear 
are stocked by leading stores and 
outfitters throughout the country. 








Here’s a sound investment for the Gine Enthusiast! 
et kl. 4/ "a 


19.20.0000 02QQQG0, 






Ww QV N) 
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— g@« aa Scophony », 
=—BAIRD= i 
a 2 
Ca 
) CINE- SOUNDMASTER ‘© 
— -the magnetic tape recorder 5 
Oo 
aa enables commentaries, the voices ~ 
of your family, a musical background, © 
to be added to and synchronised ~~ 
with your silent films ! o> 


O07 ) 
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The Ciné-Soundmaster is a portable electronic sound recording 


Delivery in time to and reproducing equipment designed for easy connection to any 8 mm., 
9.5 mm. or 16 mm. projector. 
make your Xmas Entertainment Sound is recorded via a microphone, or direct from the radio or 
gramophone pick-up, on to a reel of magnetic tape and can be played back 
a Sound success! as often as desired without loss of quality. Errors in recording may be 


erased and re-recorded immediately, or all sound can be erased and 
the recording tape used many times over for fresh recordings. 











mums For full details write to :— SCOPHONY -BAIRD LTD., WELLS, SOMERSET. Telephone: Wells 208!-5 Telegrams: Scofony, Wells 
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Prevention of Damage by Pests 


Act, 1949 
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The Prevention of Damage by Pests Act (1949), 
which comes into force on March 31st, 1950, makes it 
the responsibility of individual occupiers and manage- 
ment to clear premises infested by rats, mice and insect 
pests, or report their presence to their Local Authority 


—but it will still remain the duty of the owner or occupier 
to clear his premises. 


It is in your own interests to ACT NOW by ensuring 


that your premises have been cleared by the time this 
Act comes into operation. 
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The Ratin Service is the largest commercial organisa- 
tion of its kind in the country. The employment 
by the Ratin Service of the latest scientific methods 
means that the natural cunning and suspicions of 
rats and mice are defeated, thus whole colonies are 
wiped out. 
Write TO-DAY for our new folder explaining 
your responsibility under the Act and giving 


details of how the Ratin Service can clear your 
premises and keep them clear. 


RATIN SERVICE 


covers the 
THE BRITISH RATIN CO. LTD., 


125 
Tel: ABBEY 7621. 


country 


PALL MALL, LONDON, S.W.1. 


We operate from 44 centres. 





‘ 


> 
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$ nother milestone in 
} stocking history ! Kayser 
‘ Bondor’s famous “ Style 55 ” 
E. \ 


stockings are now being 
proportioned in 3 leg-lengths. 

j Isn’t it wonderful — three 
lg / different proportions to give 
FS i ; your leg an individual, made- 

3  to-measure fit! And that’s why these 
beautifully-made pure silk and rayon 
stockings will wear much longer, too. 
If you’re small or slender, ask for 
“Shorts”; if average, say “Medium”; 
the ‘ “Longs” are for long or larger legs. 
PRICE 7/2 per pair 


- i ae 
full fashioned ateckings 
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OSMAN 


world-famous 
for 
SHEETS 
PILLOWCASES 


and TOWELS 


Look for this sewn-on label 




















Bright girls want deen 
Quiet girls want them 
Small girls want them 
Tall girls want them 
Teen- agers want them 
Middle-agers want them 


Every woman wants.. 


ov 
Ky Undies in 


FABRICS 


= 





feeling 





You’ve had 


something worth 





drinking when 
youve hadaG UINNESS 


G.E,1SIO.R 
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CHARIVARIA 


COLLECTIONS in cinemas should not be allowed, says 
a trade paper. There is, of course, nothing to stop 
patrons leaving a little something at the box-office, to 
relieve distress among high film executives. 


& & 


“Miss sang beautifully the Serenade from ‘The 
Student Prince,’ ‘The Old Refrain,’ and ‘My Heart and I.’ 
She concluded with, ‘If my songs were only wind’ and ‘I'll 
see you again.’”—“Kentish Times” 


Well, perhaps. 
& 


A railway traveller 
complains that when he 
dashed into a station 
buffet for a quick cup 
of tea, he found it much 
too hot to drink. One 
wonders what the mana- 
geress said when she 
found she had the one 
meant for him. 


& 


“In 1783 Hunter began 

building his museum in Lei- 

cester Square, and in that year, too, he set his servant, Howison, 

to shadow the Irish Giant, Charles Byrne. Byrne was born in 
1861.”"—“Strand Magazine” 


So Howison was able to sit down and put his feet up. 
& & 

It is complained that crossword puzzles in the 

newspapers are becoming too difficult. Though railway 


passengers admit they are being given more time to 
solve them. 








& & 


A feature of the 1951 Exhibition will be the render- 
ing of British music in the concert hall. The Festival 
of Britten, however, will still be held at Aldeburgh. 


Meer, 
OW 


It took only three minutes to conclude a duel 
between two French military students—and, of course, 
a couple of seconds. 

B B 
, Ltd., Briggate, Leeds, require Manageress for Café- 
Restaurant; used to control of staff.—Apply giving fullest 
details of responsibilities in previous posts held, length of 


service and number of meals served daily to Managing Director.” 
Advt. in “Yorkshire Post” 


Is there no end to this snooping? 
if 


7] 
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It is claimed that you 
can always tell the re- 
tired military man by the 
way he carries his rolled 
umbrella. If he throws 
it into the air every few 
yards you can even bet he 
is a retired drum major. 


B 


A Swedish astrologer 
thinks the world will end 
in about two thousand 
years, probably on a Saturday. And even more 
probably the Saturday we get our pools right. 

B B 
Wallop! 
**RuasBy’s ‘QUEEN OF COMMERCE’ 


To Bre Crownep By Loca. BoxER” 
“Rugby Advertiser” 


B B 
“Ninety Stations In Big Jam,” says a radio feature 
headline. It’s the kind of jam in which you can’t 
even find the six pips. 
B B 
More bulldozers are being sent to Tanganyika. 
They are for clearing land to make it suitable for the 
ploughing back of losses into the groundnuts scheme. 
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NOT SO THE MACKEREL 


oni continues to pour into this office from every 
quarter of the globe. From the Colonial Office 
Information Department comes a story of North 
Borneo’s “Flying” Snake. I give it in full. 


A snake which “flew” 250 feet is reported from North 
Borneo by J. A. Tubb, Director of Fisheries, who 
witnessed the “flight’”’ and who records it in the latest 
edition of the Journal of the Sarawak Museum, which 
has just reached London. 

The flight was seen while he was travelling in a jeep 
from the Government Hospital to Sandakan Township, 
North Borneo. The snake had launched itself from a 
40-foot tree growing beside the road, and flew to a similar 
tree 250 feet away. 

The snake, says the report, “was descending at an 
angle of 40° and was wriggling leisurely, as though 
swimming quietly on the placid surface of the lake.” 

The snake was about three feet long. 


Government Information Departments are too 
frequently attacked for wasting time, paper and public 
money. Such is the thoughtless fashion of the day. 
Even the story I have quoted may be adduced by the 
unthinking as evidence of the kind of miserable twaddle 
disseminated by Press officers in search of an excuse for 
their existence. Smart Alecs, plying protractor and 
slide-rule, will point out that even a three-foot snake, 
starting at a height of forty feet above ground and 
descending at an angle of forty degrees with the 
horizontal, will, by the time it has travelled two hundred 
and fifty feet from its point of origin, inevitably find 
itself wriggling leisurely some hundred and seventy 
feet below ground. Similar trees, the critics will add, 
are not found at that depth, except possibly in a 
carboniferous state. 

This typically shallow argument takes no account 
of the geography of North Borneo. If the reader, in 
his turn, will take pencil and paper (the back of the 
Colonial Office hand-out will do), together with a table 
of tangents, and will approach the problem in a spirit 
of inquiry rather than of criticism, he will soon see that 
the forty-foot tree is growing at the apex of a right- 
angled triangle with a base of two hundred and fifty 
feet, a perpendicular of two hundred and ten feet 
and a splendid three-hundred-and-twenty-six-foot 





- reached London can now be officially denied. 


hypotenuse. At the lower end of the hypotenuse let a 
similar tree be constructed. There should be no diffi- 
culty about this; it is in fact, as we are told, already 
there. The completed diagram makes everything clear. 
The forty-foot tree grows at the top of a slope. Below 
it the hillside falls sharply—until the eye is arrested 
by a second tree, perhaps a mohor or a quarter-grown 
kaladang, a good three hundred and twenty-six feet 
down the slope. The snake, in moving from the first 
tree to another not unlike it, simply followed, as snakes 
will, the profile of the ground, but for some reason kept, 
in this instance, about forty feet above it. 

Now perhaps we begin to divine the true purpose of 
the Colonial Office’s disclosure. Here, wrapped up in 
palatable shape, are some hard facts about one of our 
little-known colonies—facts that, more directly pre- 
sented, we might easily have put away unread. Already 
a picture begins to emerge. Let us see what we are now 
in a position to put down concerning the physiography, 
flora, fauna, communications and social and cultural 
activities of the island. 


The road from the Government Hospital to Sanda- 
kan, now open to motor traffic, runs through well- 
wooded country—cither along the top of a ridge or on a 
ledge hewn out, bya remarkable feat of engineering, from 
the side of a precipitous mountain. The trees hereabouts 
average some forty feet in height, forming a belt at least 
one hundred and eight yards wide on the mountainside 
below the Sandakan Road. Despite their moderate 
height, these trees are of substantial spread, their 
branches (to take an instance at random) being stout 
enough to afford lodgment to snakes up to as much as 
three feet in length. Flying snakes, it may here be 
interposed, are sufficiently rare in these parts to cause 
remark, 

The Director of Fisheries is, of course, Mr. J. A. 
Tubb. His many friends will be glad to know that the 
popular Director was recently able to leave the Govern- 
ment Hospital en route for Sandakan, where he was last 
seen busily at work on a scientific report. 

Rumours that the Sarawak Museum has just 
It is the 
Journal of that institution that has recently arrived. 
The Museum itself is not expected much before the 
South Bank Exhibition is due to open. 

Late News.—Borneo’s only lake has, according to a 
well-known local authority, a placid surface. This 
disposes of possible earlier reports that it is constantly 
ruffled by snakes. 


I have gone out of my way to defend the Colonial 
Office Information Department against the charge of 
disseminating twaddle. It has been, perhaps, a work 
of supererogation. The responsible Minister can, by 
all the omens, be relied upon to protect them, without 
help from me. 

The address of the Department, I now see, is 
“Sanctuary Buildings.” H. F. Eis 
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- CAN’T understand,” said 

Sympson, sitting on the end of 
my bed and nibbling my grapes in a 
pseudo-absentminded sort of way, 
“how you manage to catch the 
things.” 

“Td’s quide sibble,” I said. 
“Very liddle skill is reguired to 
cadge the cobbod code.” 

“Personally,” said Sympson re- 
provingly, “I think it shows a 
distinct lack of patriotism to be laid 
up with a cold at a time when poor 
old Cripps is shrieking for full pro- 
duction by everybody to close the 
dollar gap. It is perfectly true that 
the sort of stuff you produce isn’t of 











”? 


“‘ Load-shedding again, I see... . 


COBBOD CODE 


any great value, but really useful 
workers, hearing that you are lying 
here in luxurious idleness, are liable 
to follow suit.” 

He finished the grapes and left, 
promising to come back next day. 
I begged him not to bother, but he 
turned up just the same. 

“That makes three days you 
have been in bed,” he said, sticking 
a lump of sugar in one of my oranges 
and making disagreeable sucking 
noises. “‘Do you realize that, if there 
are twenty million workers in this 
country and they each take three 
days in bed every year with a 
common cold, the country loses four 
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hundred and eighty million man- 
hours of work? How do you sup- 
pose we are ever going to get the 
country back on its feet again if you 
calmly lie there wasting four hun- 
dred and eighty million man-hours 
of work ?” 

‘J hadn’t thord of id like thad,” 
I admitted. ‘Next dime I fide 
byself gatchig a cobbod code I will 
thig of Gribbs ad refraid.” 

He threw the remains of the 
orange into the fire and took his 
leave, saying that he would look in 
again next day. I told him that I 
should be sorry if he caught my cold, 
but he said he never had colds. 
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Next day I apologized because 
there were only some rather hard 
pears, but he said his teeth were 
good, so it didn’t matter. Dis- 
tributing long curly rings of peel all 
over my bed he said that so far I 
had wasted six hundred: and forty 
million man-hours of time. 

“And if you look at it in terms of 
dollars,” he said, “‘it sounds even 
worse. Say, for the sake of argn- 
ment, though in your own case of 
course it isn’t true, that the average 
worker earns three shillings an hour, 
it means that by lying in bed four 
days you have frittered away a cool 
ninety-six million pounds, or no less 
than two hundred and sixty-eight 
million eight hundred thousand 
dollars.” 

“Td bakes be feel quide rij,” I 
said. 

“Tt isn’t a thing to be facetious 
about,” he said sternly. ‘When the 
nation goes bust you'll think of 
those two hundred and sixty-eight 
million, eight hundred thousand 
dollars you threw down the drain 
by pigging it in bed for four days 
owing to your carelessness in catch- 
ing cold, and I hope you'll have the 
grace to be ashamed of yourself.” 

Next day I had grapes again, 
and I thought he would be pleased, 
but he just squelched a couple in an 
uninterested sort of way. 

“Don’t tell me,” I said, “I’ve 
worked it out myself this time, to 
save you the trouble. By being in 
bed five days I have wasted eight 
hundred million man-hours of work, 
thus throwing away one hundred 
and twenty million pounds or 
three hundred and _ thirty-six 
million dollars. But I feel much 
better to-day, so the dollar drain is 
nearly at an end.” 

“Eved so,” said Sympson, “ you 
ord do be ashabed of yourself. Thig 
of the grabes you could have bought 
be durig the nexd fordnide with 
three hundred and thirty-six million 
dollars.” D. H. BarBer 


8B B 


An Experiment with Time 


“A recent mishap with some fire- 
fighting appliances in South Wales has 
resulted in the order that all equipment 
must be inspected on the eve of a fire.” 

“Western Mail” 


THE CARIB QUEEN 


ORTUNA was a Carib queen 
And ruled a savage land; 
Had never tasted margarine, 
Nor shovelled foundry sand; 


Pent in a little sea-girt room, 
Had never truly known 
The glory of a Jacquard loom, 

Nor used a telephone. 


Nor had she seen the chimney 
stacks 
Sprout up like barren pines, 
Nor supped off tea and tasty 
snacks 
Beside the railway lines. 


Full wise was she, yet understood 


No wiring diagram, 


Nor had she worn a pixie hood, 
Nor ridden in a tram. 


She had for counsellor the brook 
And forest-bird for bard, 

Yet never owned a ration book 
Nor Health Insurance card. 


She wore no nylon on her legs, 
She had not heard of Freud, 

She was not registered for eggs 
Nor gainfully employed. 


She lived and loved, and laughed 
and kissed, 
And wept when sorrow came, 
And never knew what she had 
missed. 
Fortuna was her name. 
R. P. Lister 
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EALTHY Saint Nicolas did 

good by stealth. In particular 
it is recorded of him that, over- 
hearing the midnight lamentations 
of a widower whose poverty was on 
the point of driving his daughters 
to a life of shame, the saint 
surreptitiously and on three cold 
successive nights thrust a dowry in 
bar-gold through the old man’s 
window, thus giving rise to the 
custom of clandestine and nocturnal 
gifts for the young on December 6th 
—his Day—in Holland, and on 
Christmas Eve elsewhere. The 
Dutch “Sint Klaas” becomes—via 
New Amsterdam—Santa Claus, and 
five thousand assistants in this one 
department store alone work over- 
time for a month in consequence. 
If there is not as yet a patron saint 
of retailers it would seem that Saint 
Nicolas is a worthy candidate. He 


DELIGHTS IN 
STORE 


is of course al- 
ready the patron 
saint of Russia, 

but... 
In this great 
Store—as it ex- 
tends, with ancil- 
laries, to thirty- 
five acres one can- 
not emulate the 
modestly British understatement of 
the management in calling it a 
House—preparations for Christmas 
begin as early as February, when 
Christmas-cards are contemplated ; 
continue on an ascending scale 
through July, when Advertising 
perspires over fur-lined boots and 
Display sweats out snow-scenes; 
become feverish in August and 
September, when two hundred 
buyers buy and countless suppliers 
supply; blossom in mid-October 
when—with the children safely back 
at school—the Toy Fair opens for 
the Early (and Clandestine) Parent; 
and burst into fulgent bloom in the 
middle of November, when the 
Christmas catalogue goes out to (I 
may not give the six figures—advt.) 
not a few homes. Announcements 
appear in the Press and the last 
alluring holly-sprig is tied to the 
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last diamond ring (£1,200—postage 
and packing free). 

From now on you, the Customer, 
take charge. Or at least not quite 
from now on, because, perverse one, 
although you always mean to Shop 
Early for Christmas, in practice you 
wait for the first really sharp nip in 
the air to release your Behaviourist 
purse strings, and then, though 
thinking you are Early, note with 
surprise how very many others have 
been drawn by the same glitter- 
ing goal. So you arrive, in your 
thousands, at the Store and never 
stop arriving till Christmas Eve, 
when you concentrate in the bedlam 
of Books and the shambles of 
Stationery to fill your last-minute 
lacune. 

What presents you do buy! Not 
only those you are rightly expected 
to buy and for which fleetingly 
special departments are created or 
extended—slippers, calendars, cards, 
cake - decorations, diaries, tinsel - 
tape, crackers and toys, toys, toys— 
but, believe it or not, an eight- 
hundred-pound electric organ for 
somebody’s stocking, a ninety pound 
Persian runner for somebody’s 
pillow-case, a nice set of fire-irons, 
some heavenly oven-ware, bathroom 
cabinets, grand pianos, typewriters, 
electric blankets and (when they 
were first available after the war) 
thousands of bathing-costumes. Of 
all things! 

There is, in fact, little that you 
do not buy-—especially this year, 
when to the profusion of our native 
products is added a welcome season- 
ing of the best that soft currency 
ean sell. There are life-size clock- 
work white rabbits (with spectacles) 
that really knit, Fabriquésen France ; 
and once again you may read, with 
disturbing (I found) familiarity, 
“Made in Germany” on an article 
here and there. You buy giant 
crackers, with four dozen lovely 
gifts inside them and, I presume, a 
guaranteed atomic bang, for nine 
guineas each; you spend _ half-a- 
crown, some of you, on a single 
Christmas.card; now again, after 
that long fast, you Give Golf Balls 
For Christmas; and, to the nostalgic, 
pogo-sticks and trousers presses. 
Very few things do you not give. 
Not carpets, for instance (who 
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would have their sitting-room floor 
hammered about with during Yule ?); 
not personal weighing-machines— 
those come after Christmas; and not 
baths. This last omission puzzles 
me, for in the whole of this temple 
of temptation, or rather this abbey 
of altruism, there is nothing, but 
nothing, I would so like to give or 
even receive as a beautiful, bulgy, 
beatific, blush-pink bath. 

As it was—and let this be a 
reproof to me for thinking other 
people odd—what I fell for was a 
coconut. I mean a real 
coconut, with hair. Be- 
cause there was a pile of 
hundreds of coconuts, and 
piles of things make you 
want to buy them, on the 
if-so-many-why-not-one- 
for-me principle, I sup- 
pose. Because it was 
only two-and-six (shades 
of ’Appy ’Ampstead!). 
Because, too, one’s small daughter 
has never had a coconut and... 
oh, well, because of the Christmas 
spirit and things, I expect. Any- 
way, before I could check my 
impulse I had ordered one and had 
had it put down to my wife’s 
account and arranged for its due 
and free dispatch. By the kind- 
ness of the Management I was 
allowed to follow the consequences 
of this mad-cap generosity, as it 
affected them, by going behind—or 
rather above and below—the scenes 
to watch the coconut’s headlong 
progress on its Bountiful Errand. 

First I was taken by a zig-zag 
of escalators past lofty regions 
labelled Staff Only to a secret, long, 
thin room called Lower Sanctions, 
whose walls were lined with the 



































converging message-tubes of all 
Departments, tubes that popped 
irregularly to shoot out the cylinders 
called “carriers” in which bills and 
money are so trustingly tucked by 
the assistant who serves us, to 
return miraculously and unfailingly 
with our correct change. My coconut 
having been bought on credit, no 
money passed and the “carrier” 
was diverted to a conveyor belt 
leading to one of many young men 
whose duty it is to “Sanction” the 
credit. This he does by referring to 
a monster card-index at 
his back in which is 
recorded the blameless- 
ness of the many and the 
frailty of the few. The 
frail have green tabs upon 
them, the very frail red. 
I was not allowed to look 
at my wife’s card; but 
the young man hit the 
bill a satisfying smack 
with his stamp, so that she would 
seem to be a good risk, at any rate 
for a coconut. ‘What happens,” I 
asked, “if the bill is for a £1,200 
diamond ring, postage and packing 
free?” With bated breath the 
young man whispered “Upper Sanc- 
tions,” and I sensed enough of Top 
Secret not to ask to go there. Nor 
did I demand what went on when 
the hand of destiny turned up a Red 
Tab—there are things, especially at 
Christmas time, over which one 
draws a veil. 

So much for money—at least 
my wife’s money. Now, down all 
those zig-zags and some more, to 
white-tiled caverns and sub-caverns 
below Handbags, below Perfumery, 
below even the Street, to the vast 
orderliness of Dispatch. Here I 
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stood at the bottom of a conveyor- 
belt, whose overhead rumblings I 
had been hearing this long cavernous 
while and which here emerged into 
the bright light of electricity, duti- 
fully, almost reverentially, deposit- 
ing its charges on to a gigantic 
revolving Round Table without a 
middle, on whose periphery the 
Knights stood waiting to bear away 
their captures. In due course came 
my wrappered but recognizable coco- 
nut, apparently little terrified by its 
long dark journeyings, to be seized 
at once and carried to a wired bin 
bearing miraculously the name of 
my very own village . . . well, all 
right then, suburb. Here with its 
fellow destinees (to think up a new 
one) it would wait until my Delivery 
Day, when a van-man would wheel 
his basket up to this and the con- 
tiguous bins and my nut would start 
the last stage of its adventurous, 
etc., etc. My nut—I am growing 
affectionately possessive, I see, and 
calling it by its short name already 
—is neither heavy nor fragile. If it 
were, its voyage to the bin would 
have been made not by conveyor- 
belt but by basket on a purring 
electric trolley, Keeping to the Right 
(I don’t know why) and Not Over- 
taking in the Tunnels. But it would 
have got there just the same with 
the thousands and thousands of 
other consequences of Santa Claus, 
each bought, delivered, marked, 
advertised, displayed, sold, sanc- 
tioned, wrapped and dispatched 
with the minimum of fuss, the 
maximum of efficiency, and the 
final fatal fullness of allurement. 
Add to all this a Mail-Order 
Dept., deciphering and dealing with 
your thousand desires; a Telephone 
Order Dept. which, 
far from putting you 
on to Cremations 
when you want Cream 
Buns, deals with your 
needs there and then; 
and a Staff Restaurant 
(apart from all the 


others) that serves 
eight thousand meals 
a day and... well, 


not even a widower 
with three daughters 
could ask for more. 

6 JUSTIN RICHARDSON 





AT THE PICTURES 
The Great Lover—The Great Sinner 


“fs it a sin,” they were asking 

lately, “is it a crime, loving you, 
dear, like I do?” Love and sin 
march together in the American 
mind, so that these two portraits of 
masters in action might be expected 
to show points -of resem- 
blance. And sure enough 
they do. 

The Great Lover (Direc- 
tor: ALEXANDER HALL) is 
a Bos Hore romp on a more 
subdued note than usual. 
Is Bos Hope trying to do a 
Chaplin and turn actor on 
us? There is comparatively 
little of his usual verbal 
sparkle in this film; instead, 
it depends on situation and 
character - portrayal — in 
which Mr. Hope is beauti- 
fully supported by RoLanp 
Youne and Rotanp CULVER 
—laced towards the end 
with a welcome shot of slap- 
stick. Bos Hope plays the 
frivolous Freddie, convoying across 
the Atlantic in a luxury liner a 
gaggle of revolting Boy Foresters, 
whose code of behaviour prohibits 
every worth-while amusement from 
smoking down (or up). Freddie is 
barely halfway up the gangway 
when he becomes involved with the 
lovely daughter (RHONDA FLEMING) 
of a Russian Grand Duke 
(RoLAND CULVER) with a craze 
for poker, and with a suave 
professional gambler (RoLAND 
Youne) who has a side-line in 
murder. After a sluggish start, 
the film deals faithfully with 
such fool-proof material, and if 
the result is not first-quality 
Hope at least it is pretty 
amusing most of the time and 
very amusing some of the time. 


The mood of The Great 
Sinner (Director: ROBERT 
SropMAK) is as serious and 
melodramatic as that of The 
Great Lover is flippant. Fedya 
(Dostoevsky, by implication) is 
travelling across Europe by 
train, without any Boy 
Foresters. He becomes involved 


with Pauline, the lovely daughter of 
a Russian general with a craze for 
roulette and chemin-de-fer, and 
with a suave Casino manager who 
has a side-line in blackmail. The 


general has given the manager notes 





[The Great Lover 


Last Ditch 


Archduke Mazximilian—Rotanp CuLvER; C. J. Dabney— 
Roitanp Youne; Freddie Hunter—Bos Hore 


for two hundred thousand marks 
bearing forged signatures, and in 
order to retrieve them his daughter 
is to marry him. Fedya, who has 
hitherto scoffed at the gambling 
passion of the general and _ his 
daughter, now conquers his pre- 
judice, goes to the tables, and comes 
away with the required amount and 





{The Great Sinner 


Last Trump 


General Ostrovsky—WaALTER Huston; Grandmother— 
ErHet BarryMorRE; Fedya—Grecory PECK 
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thirty-odd thousand over. But, alas, 
he now has caught the gambling 
fever, and the next night he loses it 
all, and more. It is Pauline’s turn to 
dissuade him from gambling, which 
she does with the adventitious help 
of a fainting fit which attacks Fedya 
when he sees his unshaven face in 
a mirror hanging in a pawnshop. 
Then Fedya drops into a_ local 
church, and is so overcome 
by the beauty of the fully- 
choral service that he is 
finally redeemed on_ the 
closing tierce de Picardie, and 
writes a book about his sin 
—or should I say his crime 
and its punishment ?—good 
enough to pay off his debts 
and give him a fresh start. 

Grecory PECK is Fedya; 
Ava GaRDNER is Pauline. 
It’s hard to say whetherthey 
play well or badly, because 
their linesaresostagey that to 
speak them at all is to sound 
“ham.” Indeed, story, dia- 
logue and direction are alike 
theatrical to a degree. All 
the same, naive though I 
may be, I found some of the gamb- 
ling sequences exciting enough to 
jump my pulse up a beat or two. 

# # * # tt 
Survey 
(Dates in brackets refer to Punch reviews) 

That excellent film of boxing 
low -life, The Set-Up (13/7/49), 
is now being shown at the 
Metropole, Victoria, and the 
Odeon, Tottenham Court Road, 
and should certainly be seen by 
those who missed it on its pre- 
vious showing. It is coupled 
with a vintage Bob Hope- 
Dorothy Lamour number, 
They Got Me Covered (7/7/43), 
which shows what Bob Hope 
can really do when his gag- 
writers are working. 

Give Us This Day (9/11/49), 
an impressive though rather 
pretentious film, has moved to 
“North and East,” and so has 
Slattery’s Hurricane, an ex- 
citing aviation-piece starring 
Richard Widmark. Both these 
are worth a visit, the first to 
make you think, the second to 
keep you from thinking. 

B. A. Youne 
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THE LESS SAID THE BETTER 


OW dare you stand in front of 
me! I know your sort. You 
grow like toadstools at the head of 
every queue. You never went with- 
out cigarettes or chocolates, nylons 
or cakes, nor did your sturdy 
shoulders ever fail to push their way 
on to train, tram or bus. You were 
there, watching and waiting, a 
monstrous product of rationed dis- 
comfort. Have you a home or a 
husband, or even any friends? 
I doubt it. 

Do you really want to see this 
particular film? Will you not be 
just as grimly happy in the Regal 
or the Majestic? What can have 
brought you to this cinema to-night ? 
Are you interested in the emotional 
probing to which you are so soon to 
be subjected? Have you, indeed, 
any emotions to be probed? You 
could have come any other time, 
but you must choose this, my 
poor solitary ewe evening, merely to 
keep me shivering behind you in the 
chill fog of the street. Not content 
with your proud position, you 
flaunt your supremacy from time to 
time by turning round and staring 
complacently at the ever-lengthen- 
ing queue behind you. I wish you 
fallen arches, I wish you wet feet, 
and, by heaven, I wish you gone. 

The next complete performance 
starts in four and a half minutes. 
Are they all asleep in there? Are 
they all drugged—victims of some 
audacious crime? Is this a “lock- 
in” strike on the part of the usher- 
ettes, or is the whole audience 
sitting it all through for the second 
and third time? The hands of the 
gaudy, illuminated clock give a 
bound forward. ‘O lente, lente, 
currite noctis equi.” 

Yes, Mr. Commissionaire, I 
recognize your authority indeed, 
even if its only palpable sign is the 
faded glory of your pantomime 
uniform. But your lordly air lacks 
conviction. You were never the one 
to paralyze the parade ground at 
Caterham. Your authority really 
lies in your tired, detached, brusque 
manner; you are the bureaucratic 
official, dealing with units, not men. 
As you release some more sheep 
towards the box-office your bottle- 


green sleeve suddenly halts the rush, 
and you turn to my queue, granting 
permission for one couple to pay for 
their pleasure. That is power, real 
power. What satisfaction is com- 
parable with that of keeping rows of 
humanity waiting in the street? 

And you, madam, encased in 
black, inscrutable and inhuman, 
how did you get into your box- 
office, and how will you ever get 
out? Swollen with florins, will you 
suddenly drop down a chute once 
the big picture has begun? I sus- 
pect you of having no legs; you are 
merely the upper works of a lifelike 
ready reckoner. Your nourishment 
is coins and your soul receipts. 

What is the use of two gentle 
spinsters coming out? What are 
two among so many? There is one 
minute to go before the news of the 
world is presented to the world. 
Get on! Surely you, the authorities, 
realize the hurry? This is no time 
for polite delay. Run, usherettes, 
count your empty seats (for they 
have been empty all along), rush the 
news to the manager, bustle about, 
Mr. Commissionaire, wake up, box- 
office lady, get on your marks, 
patient queuers! The thin trickle of 
people emerging, at last, comes into 
view. Was it the likes of you who 
were holding us all up? Oh, this is 
monstrous; democratic enthusiasm 
gone mad. 

Aimless old man, with dirty 
slouch cap and threadbare trousers, 
what have you thought about it all ? 


B 


Were you drinking it in avidly, or 
were you quietly dozing in the com- 
fort and warmth of the one-and- 
threepennies? Yes, dear lady, I can 
see that you have made a business of 
the film. Your honest, enthusiastic 
face is puckered up with thought 
and appreciation. You will simply 
have to ring Margaret up and tell 
her all about it. Saucy baggages, 
with high heels and gaily-coloured 
scarves, you patter away leaving a 
trail of giggled comments and cheap 
scent fading in the night air; what 
will you say to Ron and Alec about 
it, or don’t you remember? Was it 
just a useful method of passing two 
and a half hours ? 

And what of those two, husband 
and wife, whose looks have merged 
into uniformity after twenty years 
of domestic tedium? As they emerge 
no trace of expression is visible on 
their faces; they have always 
“gone to the pictures” on this night 
of the week, and they always 
will. 

What use is it to lead this queue 
if the other side receives the ex- 
clusive attentions of the com- 
missionaire? Now even they have 
been halted, and the performance 
starts in thirty seconds. In the 
foyer a hurried consultation is being 
held. Come on, Come on! Victory! 
The commissionaire is walking to- 
wards us. 

“Standing room only at two and 
nine.” 


Bah! 
B 


FEW CREDIT THIS 


TPON a waste of moorland bleak and bare, 
Attractive only to the fox and hare, 

An agéd shepherd, seeking hard to trace 
Lost sheep, met Camelopard face to face. 
With shaking nerves the ancient hireling fled 
Then, shamed of cowardice, back again he sped 
To comfort and defend his folded flock, 
And there support another startling shock; 
For shouts of ovine laughter reached his ears 
With merriment to banish any fears 
Where, in their midst upon a gentle mound, 
With happy sheep in hundreds crowded round, 
Sat Camelopard, debonair and gay, 
Telling tall stories and consuming hay. 
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THE POSTMAN RARELY RANG ONCE 


HEN a small factory in the 

West of England recently found 
its output falling off, the explana- 
tion, though highly irregular, turned 
out to be both simple and rather 
charming. The work-people, it 
seems, had been so busy with a 
poetry competition run by the house 
magazine that. other matters had 
temporarily gone by the board. 

These things have a way of 
spreading; but before any action of 
the starker sort is taken on a 
national level it would be well 
to consider precedents. Personnel 
managers who may be sombrely 
expecting to find odes or sonnet 
sequences getting in the way of pro- 
duction targets are invited to con- 
sider the case of Edward Capern, 
the Rural Postman of Bideford, 
whose collected poems came out a 
century ago and made quite a stir. 
They should know what the Post 
Office did when it discovered that 
this employee had been taking time 
off, as it were, from one sort of 
letters and applying himself to 
another, with results such as this: 


Ill pipe a lay to Milly, 

The merry-making thing. 
My pretty cottage lily, 

And picture of the Spring. 


What did the Post Office do? 
The Post Office was so impressed by 





“We remain, yours faithfully... 
Jor beaven’s sake put down that gun, 
Albright ... Bang! Bang! ... 
a-a-a-h-h-h .. .” 


the success of Mr. Capern’s first 
edition that it increased his weekly 
salary from ten shillings and six- 
pence to thirteen shillings and gave 
him a six-day week by relieving him 
of Sunday duties. 

He was a manly, tuneful fellow, 
and seems to have been worth 
pampering. All the same, it was the 
act of an enlightened bureaucracy, 
still able to put first things first. 
For it is hard to believe that the 
deliveries in the Buckland Brewer 
area, which it was Postman Capern’s 
duty to serve, were anything but 
capricious. The probable truth is 
that the people who lived in the 
neighbourhood were content to miss 
a few letters now and again, or get 
somebody else’s, if this were the 
price that had to be paid for “Gentle 
Annie,” “‘To the Wild Convolvulus,” 
or “Where Hast Thou Been, My 
Beautiful Spring?” 

In the combined course of his 
duties and his art he walked 
thirteen miles a day, leaving at home 
a wife and two children—“happy,” 
we are informed in the reassuring 
idiom of the period, “where thou- 
sands would be discontented; rich, 
where many would be in want.” 
For this we have the word of his 
editor, a Mr. W. F. Rock, who 
introduced him to the world, with 
the utmost confidence, as a man of 
genius. 

We also learn from Mr. Rock 
that he looked like Oliver Goldsmith 
and had a fine ear for music. “He 
plays touchingly on the flute, and 
sings his own songs to his own tunes 
with striking energy or tenderness.” 
All this—and letters too, when he 
got round to thinking about them 
—must have made him the pride 
and the darling of this corner of 
Devon. 

The poem that gives the spright- 
liest account of his joint activities is 
a longish ode called “The Rural 
Postman.” 


O the postman’s is as happy a 
life 
As any one’s, I trow ; 
Wand’ring away where dragon-flies 
play, 
And brooks sing soft and slow . . . 
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It is an endearing picture; one 
sees him, flute in hand and his letters 
the lightest of burdens, skipping 
from Bideford towards Buckland 
Brewer with a verve that must have 
delighted the Post Office but would 
have been frowned upon by the late 
Mr. Wordsworth, who had been more 
for a go-slow policy. The Rural 
Postman would have none of this. 
In ebullience he rivalled the great 
Tupper himself; in poetic quality he 
surpassed him. 


Heigho! I come and go, 

Where the Lent lily, speedwell and 
dog rose blow, 

Heigho! and merry, O! 

Where hawkweeds, and trefoils, and 
wild peas grow. 

Heigho! Heigho! 

As pleasant as May-time, and light 
as a roe. 


The critics were entranced, and 
why not? “Mr. Capern has a heart, 
though he is only a postman,” said 
the Atheneum in praising these 
“honest, fresh, lusty verses.” The 
Morning Post found his poetry “as 
delicious in sentiment as it is 
melodious in utterance.” Walter 
Savage Landor read his work “with 
equal attention and delight,” and its 
brief fame spread to the ends of 
the earth. “On he goes, over the 
troubled paths of life, singing his 
pleasant songs,” said the Hong Kong 
Monthly Magazine. 

“His versification,” added this 
distant journal, “is exceedingly 
correct.” That would hardly be 
considered a compliment to-day. 
But what of this, from the British 
Workman?: “Itis pleasant to think 
of the postman in his rural walks, 
weaving his sweet strains of wel- 
come to flower and tree.” Would 
that be the voice of Transport 
House ? 

& & 


The Miracle Man 


“Karachi, Oct. 22 (Star).—It is 
reliably learned that Major Mohammad 
Sadiq, Pakistan Consul-General in Sin- 
kiang, who left Gilgit last month, has 
safely reached Kashgar. 

It is further learned that the route 
through which he travelled is_ still 
blocked.”—“Civil and Military Gazette” 
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“May I see your tickets, please? There’s been some mistake at the box office.” 
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“I’m looking for something for a lady who’s 
found ber unposted all-correct pools coupon in the 
book that her husband dropped on the Ming vase 
when the starling came down the chimney on the 
day after ber overlooked wedding anniversary.” 


CIRCLERS’ CIRCLE 


il is understood that, as part of a recruiting drive in 
connection with its silver jubilee celebrations, the 
Circlers’ Circle is planning to distribute leaflets at all 
the principal Inner Circle stations. Readers may be 
interested to see an advance draft of this leaflet. 
Headed simply “Circlers’ Circle,” it reads as follows: 


THE AIM OF THE CIRCLE 
The Circle exists to promote friendship among, and 
to protect the interests of, circlers of the Inner Circle. 
Circlers may be described as those Londoners who use 
the service as a means of passing through time rather 
than over distance; those, that is, who seek relaxation, 
instruction, warmth, or companionship by revolving 
round the Inner Circle for the cost of a three-halfpenny 
ticket. 
HisToRY OF THE CIRCLE 
The Circle was founded just twenty-five years ago 
by a retired roundabout-keeper from Notting Hill Gate. 
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Its members are drawn from all walks of life, though a 
large proportion are either teetotal or impecunious or 
both, as the Circle is not yet in a position to compete 
successfully with the public-house. Regular circlers 
(“chronics” or “chrons” as they are known among 
their fellows) include a lady novelist whose well-known 
portraits of family life in Bermondsey are drawn 
entirely from observations made on the Inner Circle in 
the neighbourhood of Aldgate, a Cabinet Minister who 
finds the steady rhythm of the wheels and the absolute 
certainty of arriving back at one’s starting-point a 
welcome relief from the unsteadiness and anxieties of 
political life, and also, among a numerous category of 
omnivorous readers whose noisy home life forces them 
to retire to the Inner Circle after the public libraries 
have closed for the night, a dustman who for the last 
two years has been endeavouring to memorize the 
“Critique of Pure Reason” for a wager. Irregular 
circlers (“spasmods’’) consist mostly of husbands who 
forget their door-keys on the very night their wives 
have arranged to visit friends, or the sort of people 
who check up on the time of an appointment only after 
arriving at the rendezvous an hour too early. 

The most noteworthy event in the history of the 
Circle was the Great Direction Controversy of 1935 
which nearly split the Circle into two rival splinter 
groups, the Clockwisers and the Anti-clockwisers. The 
Clockwisers were led by a Harley Street heart specialist 
who maintained that a continuous turning of left-hand 
bends was bad for the heart in that it tended to drain 
the blood away from it by the operation of centrifugal 
forces. The opposition, on the other hand, had the 
support of a well-known ballet dancer who declared 
that right-hand pirouettes always made her dizzy, 
whereas left-hand ones had no effect. The debate was 
long and bitter until the breach was finally healed by 
an eminent K.C., who pointed out that the effect of 
clockwise circling or anti-clockwise circling depended 
in any case on whether one sits with one’s front or 
one’s back facing forward. Since then Clockwisers and 
Anti-clockwisers have sat opposite each other in 


_ complete harmony in both clockwise and anti-clockwise 


trains. 
ACTIVITIES OF THE CIRCLE 

Apart from organizing social evenings and lantern 
lectures on such subjects as ‘The History of the Metro- 
politan Railway” or “The Westinghouse Vacuum 
Brake” (usually held in the rear coach of train X987 
on the first Friday of each month), the Circle’s Central 
Committee actively represents its members’ interests 
with the L.P.T.B. It is continually insisting on the 
desirability of improving conditions on the Inner Circle. 
Its programme includes: 

(1) The replacement of the present trains by new 
ones with automatic door-control. The elimination of 
unnecessary draughts is, of course, especially important 
to those circlers who are predominantly “heat-and- 
lighters.” 

(2) The establishment of the Circle’s right to prior 
consultation on all matters affecting the traditions of 
the Inner Circle. This move is the result of the recent 
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“) 2 Mikhlis, Mikhailov, Andrianov, Alexandrov, 
Shatalin, Kuznetsov, Rodionov—that’s only thirteen... 
oh, of course, how silly of me, I’m forgetting Stalin!” 


regrettable incident of the renaming of Mark Lane 
station as Tower Hill, an arbitrary decision of the 
L.P.T.B. justified neither by tradition, common sense 
nor convenience. 

(3) The provision of tables in some Inner Circle 
trains for the benefit of card-playing circlers. 

(4) The eventual installation of restaurant-car 
facilities on at least one clockwise and one anti- 
clockwise train. 

The L.P.T.B. has already agreed to the provision 
of one automatic-door train, which is already in service, 
and a time-table of its revolutions will be sent to every 
circler. In return for this concession, however, the 
Circle has agreed to instruct its members to refrain 
from circling between the rush hours of 4.30 and 6.30 
in the evening. 

All inquiries and requests for membership forms 
should be addressed to the Hon. Secretary, Circlers’ 
‘ircle, c/o Lost Property Office, and left on the seat of 
_any Inner Circle train. 


B 3B 


“Tax-Battered Parent, with four children at school, 
would like acquire full-size billiard table and fittings before 
Christmas holidays.”——Advt. in “The Times” 


Preferably one with well-lined pockets. 


BALLADE OF UNEXAMPLED 
FORTITUDE 


, io was, when lined up on the Big Parade, 
My coward soul concealed a nameless fear. 
Perchance some passing colonel might upbraid, 

I might, perchance, offend the Brigadier, 

The General might deem my webbing queer, 
The C.-in-C. might criticize my cap— 

Ah! thrice-blessed friend who whispered in my ear 
“There really isn’t any need to flap.” 


No need to flap! My knocking knees were stayed; 
Dauntless I stood, the perfect Pioneer. 
The hour of peril found me undismayed; 
My voice, in answer, rang out loud and clear. 
I gave full details of my past career, 
Name, rank and number, all without mishap. 
You see the lesson? Grim though things appear, 
There really isn’t any need to flap. 


So, too, to-day I watch Life’s cavalcade 
As crisis follows crisis year by year. 
The sickened heart endures fond hopes betrayed, 
Yet finds good reason still to persevere. 
What though the mountain rises stark and sheer? 
What though the chasm yawns, the dreadful Gap? .. . 
Mark well my words, nor hold them insincere: 
There really isn’t any need to flap. 


Envoi 
Prince, what is all this shouting that I hear? 
An insurrection? ... Well, I’m off, old chap. 
Try to remember, as the mob draws near, 
There really isn’t any need to flap. 
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HERON 


Sel leg, fingered wing 
the grey wind rowing; 
crane-neck, trail-foot, 
gauntly going; 
startled from sedge, 
® the peat-dark edge, 
the rippled quiver 
and silver run . ; 
of moor-fen river: ; 
black on the green screen 
of sunken sun, 
» heron, haunter 
of light’s last coast, 
night’s shade, grim-greyed, 
moon-frost 


. ghost. 








Thin limbed, shadowless, 
pinion-planing, 
skeleton spectre 
in dusk dew-raining ; 
pencil made 
on jonquil-jade 
of embering day-fall; 
mounting the moon 
with feathered splay-fall ; 
cabalist, scrawn-drawn, 
wry-writ rune; aout 
heron, hunter 
by dyke and ditch; “ 
moonrake mandrake, 
eldritch 
witch. 
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“J’m afraid that won't do for the exhibition, Sheila. It’s nothing like child art.” 


R. BARLEY had a fixed idea 
about his Saturday afternoons. 
This idea was that he worked in his 
garden and dodged in and out of the 
house watching the cricket or foot- 
ball on the television. At tea-time 
he came in to have his tea. It was a 
good idea, but it did not allow for 
Fate. 

The Fate that happened on the 
Saturday afternoon this article is 
about was not the rain, which came 
down just as he was going out and 
forced him into a Balaclava helmet 
with the chin part pushed up over 
his head, but a telephone-call. Mrs. 
Barley answered it. It was from a 
bright schoolmistressy voice which 
said that its name was Watson and 
that it was the new tenant of The 
Holm and had on its veranda roof 
a cat thought to belong to the 
Barleys. 

Mrs. Barley didn’t make a good 


SATURDAY AFTERNOON 


job of describing her cat. “I sup- 
pose you’d say it was tabby,” she 
said. ‘It’s medium size. Well, it 
hasn’t got a name exactly. Well, 
Pussycat actually. Well, he doesn’t 
answer really, except for meals.” 
This was said between listening 
pauses, as is the way with tele- 
phones, with Mr. Barley shaking 
cornflakes out of his Wellingtons 
and Mrs. Barley registering mute 
amazement. 

A minute later Mr. Barley was 
holding a round shallow tin full 
of boiled plaice-heads and making 
trouble. 

“If you think,” he said in the 
voice with which he refused to ride 
Mrs. Barley’s bicycle to the bus- 
stop, “that I’m going to walk 
along a——” 

“It’s onlya hundred yards down 
the road,” said Mrs. Barley. ‘It’s 
on the gate. You know The Holm.” 
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“What home ?” said Mr. Barley, 
who was out of touch with local life. 
While Mrs. Barley explained, he 
wrenched off his helmet, opened the 
front door, saw the rain and put the 
helmet on again with the chin part 
under his chin. Mrs. Barley watched 
him out of the door. She waved 
gratefully, but he didn’t wave back 
because of the tin. 

Ten minutes later the telephone 
rang again. 

“This is Miss Watson,” said 
another bright voice. ‘‘Miss Wat- 
son’s sister. Do forgive my troub- 
ling you—but all this rain on the 
poor puss, and I think you said your 
husband , 

‘But he should be there!” cried 
Mrs. Barley. 

“Really? But he isn’t.” 

“Oh, but he should be!” 

The rest of this telephone con- 
versation ran to form. It is only 
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brought in to explain why after 
eight dreadful minutes Mrs. Barley 
was ringing up The Holm and 
saying “Darling! What happened 
to you?” 

Mr. Barley explained that he 
had gone in the other direction. He 
had walked past the road junction, 
first to the left and then to the right, 
almost to the village. This reminded 
Mrs. Barley about the meat ration, 
but she decided to say nothing yet. 
Mr. Barley went on to say that he 
had gone that way because it was 
south, and therefore down. He 
didn’t agree that the road sloped 
down to The Holm. He agreed that 
he had never tried it on a bicycle. 
He mentioned laughingly how it had 
rained into his fish-tin. This con- 
versation was altogether bright and 
cheery, on Mr. Barley’s side because 
people were listening and on Mrs. 
Barley’s because she was so glad he 
hadn’t been. run over. 

“Bring the tin back,” she said 
in conclusion. “ And hurry up.” 

“Oh, yes,” said Mr. Barley. 
“Yes, indeed. I’m just looking at 
this door.” And he rang off. He had 
spoken with a strange heartiness. 

Twenty minutes later Mrs. 
Barley found their cat asleep in an 
arm-chair. He had probably been 
there hours. She rang up again. 

“Qh, isn’t it?” said Mr. Barley. 
He didn’t seem to care. He was 
beginning to say something about 
the cat on the roof when there was a 
frightful noise in the telephone. 

“Sorry,” said Mr. Barley, not to 
Mrs. Barley but politely. There was 
some distant talking, and then he 
spoke again into the telephone. “It 
fell off,” he said. ‘‘Well, I’ll be 
seeing you. Everything all right?” 
And he rang off again. 

For the next half-hour Mrs. 
Barley made some scones and tried 
to get the cat to eat some cold 
potatoes with parsley sauce. Then 
she picked up the telephone, thought 
a bit and put it back. 

About another half-hour later 
the telephone rang again. Mrs. 
Barley said “Hullo.” There was no 
answer. She said “Hullo,” again. 
Then she said “Press Button A” 
and Mr. Barley did. 

Being in a call-box, Mr. Barley 
could speak more freely. He told 


her that the Watson door was too 
near the floor for a carpet to go 
under, and that he had taken it off 


its hinges. 
“Just a minute,” said Mrs. 
Barley. ‘Why are you in a call- 


box?” 

“Because the plane needed a 
new thing in it,” said Mr. Barley. 
“We’re in a village I don’t know 
the name of.” 

“In a car? Them and you?” 

“Only one of them,” said Mr. 
Barley, dropping his voice, pre- 
sumably in case the call-box leaked. 
“The other, heaven help her, is 
cutting underfelt with nail-scissors.” 
Then he gave a short talk on people 
who tried to do carpentering jobs 
without the proper equipment, a 
talk Mrs. Barley knew meant her 
too. It ended suddenly, with a sort 
of scuffle and another voice and the 
telephone ringing off. Mrs. Barley 
imagined that there was a perfectly 
ordinary explanation for this and 
that she would hear it later. She 
didn’t think Mr. Barley was being 
bullied, but she did wonder why he 
hadn’t been allowed to run back 
home for his own perfectly good 
plane. 


At twenty-past five, when Mrs. 
Barley was standing at the gate 
waiting for the sub-postmaster who 
had said he would bring the joint 
along in his ear, she saw. another 
car full of men, women and children. 
One man had an oil-stove on his lap. 
Another, Mr. Barley, had a big dog. 
He waved cheerily as they went by. 


Mrs. Barley gave him three 
minutes before she rang up for the 
last time. She only wanted to ask 
him to bring the fish back. She 
picked up the telephone. “Hey, 
George,” a big voice inside it was 
saying, “what about them sacks?” 
She put it down and decided to leave 
the fish to Fate, which had already 
done so much for Mr. Barley’s 


Saturday afternoon. ANDE 
a 3 
Philistine 


Beauty is but a flower 

Which wrinkles will devour 

I heard 

A voice declaiming on the Third— 

And promptly found another wave- 
length where 

Brightness falls from the air. 
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METEOROLOGISTS PREFER BLONDES 


London Airport 


MONG the many witty and 

fabulous devices, all playing their 
parts in bringing down seventy tons 
of airliner on to a concrete runway 
in bad weather, with no more of a 
bump than agitates a perambulator 
eased out of a guard’s van, is 
one that cannot fail to stir the 
feeblest imagination, for it is simply 
a hank of human hair, housed with 
reverence in a beautiful white bee- 


hive in a secluded garden. Its. 


anonymous donor was a blonde, 
blonde hair being more elastic, and 
the purpose of this pretty keepsake 
is to operate a pen and so to write a 
running commentary on the moist- 
ness of the atmosphere. “Nasty bit 
of humidity,” murmur the Met-men, 
gravely bowed over the beehive. 
“Getting damper at London Air- 
port,” rattle the teleprinters pre- 
sently, and on invisible waves the 
sad wet cry is taken up. At the 
ends of the world, at thirty thousand 
feet, strong men become stronger 
for the knowledge—and all because 
a bit of hair from the head of an 
unknown lady has lost its kink! If 
this is not the very stuff of romantic 
fancy, for which Donne would gladly 





have given all his sermons, then I 
will eat a chocolate isobar. 

Before we decant the rest of the 
Port, may I tell you about this 
unnatural garden, where the Met- 
men, who are the Druids of these 
drab days, practise their black art of 
divination? It is a small garden, 
and it is meticulously kept. 
Everything about it is standard 
(almost to the number of worms), 
so that the data grown in it will 
bear a just comparison with the 
produce of others in the cult. Here, 
in cosmic spittoons of rare workman- 
ship, the rain is trapped and 
measured. Here, with a_ ther- 
mometer of godlike proportions, the 
Weird Brothers are alert for the 
Airport to run a temperature. And 
here, with the sorcerer’s wand you 
will see on the left of our panorama 
looking like an old hayrake, and 
which for short is known as Besson’s 
Comb Nephoscope, the speed of 
the clouds can be readily transfixed 
with a decimal. This garden is not 
a place where the most brutish man 
would dare to raise his voice... 

Now, supposing you have ac- 
cepted a week-end invitation to 
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Turkestan, shall we go _ briefly 
through the movements? Having 
bought your ticket and played all 
the necessary paper-games, you give 
yourself up at B.O.A.C.’s Palace of 
the Winds by Victoria Station. 
There the sheep-pen principle is 
applied with consummate tact. 
With how much tact you can judge 
when I tell you that while a clerk is 
holding you in easy talk you are 
treading unknowingly on a hidden 
weighing-machine. “Yes, madam, 
a light lunch in Rome,” says he, 
patiently; but to himself: “Fifteen 
stone! Who’d have thought it!” 

A nice bus with an attic storey 
takes you out along the Bath Road 
to the Airport, and from the moment 
you step out you are in the hands’ of 
charming and accomplished nannies, 
who only just refrain from tying a 
bib round your neck. They lead you 
into a cheerful waiting-room (so 
different, dear me, from the railway 
morgues) where your apprehensions 
are lulled with coffee; and when 
the loud-speakers give the word 
the nannies shepherd you through 
Health, Immigration and Customs. 
At that point you are officially in 
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bond, as if you were a keg of rum, 
and are only able to communicate 
with England by telephone. And so 
out on to the tarmac, and up into the 
belly of a shining whale. 

The remarkable thing about 
London Airport is that as recently 
as 1943 it consisted of gravel-pits 
and cabbages. Work on an out- 
size bomber airfield was started, but 
before the end of the war the 
decision was made to switch. 

At the moment there are 
three runways, built in a triangle, 
the longest nine thousand feet, 
enough to launch the Brabazon. In 
the master scheme an area north of 
the Bath Road is included to find 
room for a triangle of nine runways 
in three sets of parallels, with per- 
manent buildings in the centre. 

At present confined to long- 
distance traffic, the Airport is owned 
and operated technically by the 
Ministry of Civil Aviation, while 
B.0.A.C., its major lodger, supplies 
most of the staff responsible for 
reception and departure. 

Although all the existing build- 
ings are temporary, and most of 
them pre-fab, there is a creditable 
absence of shabbiness or makeshift. 
Since this is where more and more 
foreigners will get their first im- 
pression of London, the need to 


please is important. As we walked 
past the long row of huts we had a 
sudden sharp sensation of being on 
a quay, for the serried tails of the 
giant aircraft on the marshalling 
apron suggest the sails of ships. 

By the end of the day Mr. 
Punch’s Artist and I were dizzy 
with the new magic. We had stood 
in the sun-bathing parlour on top of 
the control tower by a box not much 
larger than a pin-table, whose knobs, 
harnessing enough electricity to 
supply a town, governed the im- 
mensely intricate system of airfield 
lighting. (Poor Fido, a costly pet, is 
dead.) From this tower, which is 
the central brain-cell of a maze of 
navigational aids, all landing and 
take-off is regulated. While we 
were there we asked the obvious 
question about landing a skyful of 
Comets, “obvious” because jet planes 
burn their fuel fiercely at deck-level; 
and opinion seemed to be that the 
chief difficulties will come during the 
transition period in which piston 
aircraft are still flying. 

We had crouched, too, in the 
occult dimness of a radar caravan, 
behind four little booths that were 
just like What The Butler Saw, 
watching a Canadian air liner from 
Prestwick being talked in by 
Ground Control Approach. Windsor 
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Castle and Epsom Downs made 
rival specks on the screens, but as 
the visitor drew nearer its pilot was 
steered over the runway and his 
gliding angle carefully adjusted. 
As this Canadian speck at length 
faded off the screen we could hear 
the huge aircraft whistling past us 
in the darkness. I found this almost 
unbearably dramatic. 

And, struck with wonder, we 
had been through the highly effi- 
cient safety school of the Briefing 
Room, where long-range crews are 
told almost where to buy a back- 
stud in Rio—pausing only to express 
our heartfelt disgust with the word 
“debriefing,” which we thought a 
serious slur on the taste and intelli- 
gence of civil aviation. 

When we left the Airport the 
yellow lights marking the main 
runway had come on, their long 
stream ending in what, in the dis- 
tance, appeared to be a great bed of 
scarlet peonies. Thousands of pale 
violet crocuses had also sprung up to 
show the taxi-ing areas. Part Black- 
pool, part Kew, and very beautiful. 
You can see all this for yourselves 
in the Spectators’ Enclosure, open 
inthesummer. There, if your little 
ones are already sick of the air age, 
are donkeys to remind them of the 
glorious past. Eric KEown 








< 














IMPRESSIONS 





















































say 
pic 
ESI ITEP 


Monday, November 21st 


A film-producer looking for a 

subject might have attended to- 
day’s debate in 
the Commons and 
“have based on it 
a script called “The Trial of John 
Strachey and Leslie Plummer.” 
For, although the subject was 
nominally the Government’s scheme 
to produce ground- (or monkey-) 
nuts in East Africa, the greater 
part of the debate concerned those 
two gentlemen, respectively the 
Minister of Food and the Chairman 
of the Overseas Food Corporation. 

Under the rules of the House 
only Mr. Stracuey had the right to 
speak. Sir LEsLIE sat silent in 
another part of the Chamber. It 
was generally conceded that, what- 
ever could be said on the other 
side, Mr. StracHey presented his 
defence well, clearly and with good 
humour. Opposition speakers, sup- 
porting an official demand for an 
inquiry into the working of the 
groundnuts scheme, its past, pre- 
sent and future, alleged that it had 
been muddled and that the tax- 
payers’ money had been frittered 
away in wildcat and improvident 
enterprises—if that was the word. 
They pointed to the fact that 
£29,000,000 of public money had 
been given to the scheme, but Mr. 
STRACHEY, with some indignation, 
said it was “monstrous” that any- 
one should say it had been wasted, 
since hospitals, roads, houses, 
tractors, office furniture and other 
useful things had been acquired. 
Even a few groundnuts had been 
grown, he added proudly. 

But two points agitated the 
Opposition: first the fact that the 
official auditors had not found it 
possible to append the usual polite 
“We-have- had - every - assistance” 
note to the annual accounts of the 
Food Corporation, and second that 
two members of the Board had been 
dismissed by Mr. StracHey. 

Mr. Ottver STANLEY (in un- 
usually serious mood) and other 


House of Commons: 
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Conservative critics saw in these 
two facts something extremely 
sinister. In the first they saw gross 
carelessness with public money. In 
the second they saw a desire by the 
two defendants (true to the best 
Hollywood tradition) to shift the 
blame to two innocent but helpless 
victims. So the hardest - worked 
word of the day was “scapegoat.” 
Mr. STRACHEY’s case was that 
in conducting a great experiment 
it was necessary to allow for trial 
and error, and that trial and error 
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98. Lord Vansittart 


implied that something would occa- 
sionally go wrong (with resulting 
loss of cash) as well as right (with 
resulting gain of groundnuts). 

So the argument went on for 
hour after hour. Mr. ALAN LENNOx- 
Boyp—deputizing at the shortest 
notice for Captain CrooKSHANK, 
who was ill—made a strong speech 
in winding up the Opposition case. 
He complained that Sir LEsLIE 
PLUMMER was ignorant of East 
African life, unfitted for his job— 
and ought to go. 

Mr. ARTHUR CREECH JONES, the 
Colonial Secretary, whipped himself 
into a fury when he wound up for 
the Government, and seemed aston- 
ished when a roar of laughter came, 
not only from the Opposition but 
from the Government benches. He 
had been referring to an article on 
the groundnuts.scheme that had 
appeared in a periodical, and he said 
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sternly that he had “had had the 
article examined to see what the 
facts really were.” As the Oppo- 
sition’s case had been that the 
Government itself did not know 
what was going on in far-off Africa 
this apparent confirmation of that 
view brought the House down. 

It was left to the Government 
Chief Whip, Mr. Wittiam Waite- 
LEY, to provide the unexpected 
twist in the plot by reading out in 
a firm voice, but with lamentable 
inaccuracy—‘ Ayes to the right, 
315; Noes to the left, 161.” 

After some swift action by The 
Table, Mr. Speaker, suppressing with 
almost complete success the chuckle 
that rose to his throat, gave the 
figures the right way round, the 
demand for an inquiry was rejected, 
and all was well. Mr. WHITELEY did 
not even try to suppress the roar of 
laughter that went with the rosiest 
blush seen in the Commons for 
many a year. 


Tuesday, November 22nd 


There was a row at Question- 
time to-day over the Chancellor's 
proposal to pay 
“informers” who 
supply informa- 
tion about breaches of the currency 
regulations. The proposal, Members 
from all parts of the House told Sir 
STAFFORD CRIPPS, was repugnant to 
British feelings, but they received 
the somewhat strange reply that all 
democracies used it and that it 
“did no harm.” He was told a 
debate would be raised on it later. 

Mr. CuuTeR Eps, looking un- 
usually stern, spoke about a person 
who had written to a weekly 
periodical (under the nom de plume 
of “John Hadlow’’) making serious 
charges against the impartiality of 
the police in London’s East End 
when dealing with strongly Right 
and Left partisans at political 
meetings. 

The editor had declined to 
reveal the identity of the writer, and 
so the Home Secretary was unable 


House of Commons: 
Lively Questions 

















- 


PUNCH, November 30 1949 








“A pity the Hundred Years War interrupted his studies.” 


to set up a judicial inquiry into the 
allegations, as he wished to do. 
There was a long exchange of ques- 
tions and answers—in which Mr. 
CHURCHILL joined to make the 
suggestion that, if the individual 
policemen concerned were unable to 
bring civil libel actions, the Law 
Officers might consider the institu- 
tion of criminal libel proceedings. 
This Mr. EpE promised to consider, 
and the House left the matter, 
clearly unhappy about it. 

The debate was on the proposal 
to have only one, instead of two, 
voters’ lists a year, as a measure of 
economy. This was agreed to. 


Wednesday, November 23rd 


Lord Jowitt, the Lord Chan- 
cellor, announced in the Lords 
that a committee 
is to consider the 
problems _result- 
ing from the 
Soviet Govern- 
ment’s claim that Tass, the Soviet 
official news agency, was a Depart- 
ment of State and therefore entitled 
to diplomatic immunity from action 


House of Lords: 
A Question of 
Immunity 

House of Commons: 
All the (Cut-price) 
Fun of the Fair 


in this country’s courts. He said the 
law of diplomatic immunity might 
have to be altered. 

Lord VansiTTaRrT had said that 
the immunity ought to be set aside 
to allow a refugee in this country to 
recover damages for libel from Tass. 

The Commons were talking 
about the Festival of Britain, with 
Mr. Hersert Morrison, Impre- 
sario-in-Chief, sitting watchfully by. 
Even he could not have been more 
eloquent in defence of the plan than 
was Mr. ALFRED BarRnNgEs, the 
Transport Minister, who roundly 
declared it would be a “tragedy” 
if the festivity of the Festival 
Gardens were to be endangered by 
too much economy. 

The Opposition took the view 
that the same amount of festivity 
and the same amount of garden 
could have been achieved more 
cheaply, but this Mr. Morrison 
contested—and eventually won his 
way. 

Mr. GEoRGE LINDGREN, of the 
Civil Aviation Ministry, was inten- 
sively cross-examined by Members 
on both sides about the action of his 
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chief, Lord PAKENHAM, in express- 
ing public disagreement with the 
findings of an official inquiry on an 
air crash. This, said the critics, 
savoured of interference with the 
course of justice. 

Mr. ATTLEE registered annoy- 
ance—with whom was not clear. 


Thursday, November 24th 


The moment Mr. James GRIF- 
FITHS rose to open a debate on Welsh 
affairs a woman 
Hvelh with = Beag in the public 
gallery rose, too, 
and announced, forte-fortissimo, 
that she favoured (to put it mildly) 
a Welsh Republic. Scarcely had she 
been persuaded to leave when a man 
rose and, hurling a bundle of hand- 
bills on to the floor of the House, 
added (in effect) that the present 
Government was not among the best 
in history, that he wanted a Welsh 
Socialist Republic, and that Mr. 
GriFFITHS should “go back to 
Wales.” 
The attendants and police hav- 
ing attended to this interrupter also, 
the debate went smoothly. 








AT THE PLAY 
Hindle Wakes (Tor Arts) 


HERE was a time when Sran- 

LEY HouGutTon’s Hindle Wakes 
(1912) was considered so outspoken 
that it was banned bythe Vice-Chan- 
cellor of Oxford. It is no longer in 
the least daring, but remains a very 
well-made play, so full of grim wit 
and taut situations that one wonders 
why it has not been acted more 
often. With a slight strengthening 
of the cast the production at the 
Arts should certainly move on to 
the West End. Nothing could be 
more English than this blunt slice 
of Lancashire drama dealing with 
a girl’s right to live her own life and 
to claim the traditional privileges of 
a man. 

The only daughter of an honest 
weaver and his nagging wife, Fanny 
spends the week-end of the Wakes 
in Llandudno with the boss’s son, 
and is caught out because the girl 
who had promised to cover her 
tracks is drowned in an accident, in 
which she herself would have been 
lost if Alan Jeffcote had not turned 
up, well warmed with champagne, in 
his father’s shiny new motor-car. 
The fact that sin should have paid 
this handsome initial dividend was 
no doubt what disturbed the Vice- 
Chancellor. Old Jeffcote and Fanny’s 
father, Hawthorn, had started 





Korat Svf, 
[Hindle Wakes 
The Son is My Undoing 
Christopher Hawthorn— 
Mr. Mitton Rosmer 
Fanny Hawthorn— 
Miss Jutra Brappock 


together in the 
humblest way, 
Jeffcote going 
ahead by superior 
ability and tough- 
ness to build up 
a great cotton mill. 
In a very funny 
and touching scene 
—HovucuHutTon’s 


powerful writing 
is shot through 
with flashing 


humour—Haw- 
thorn goes up late 
at night to the big house, cap in 
hand, to break the news to his 
blustering, kind-hearted old friend. 
Jeffcote explodes, declaring his son 
must marry Fanny. 

Alan, a feeble youth, is already 
dynastically engaged, but, in the 
showdown on which old Jeffcote 
insists, Beatrice unselfishly refuses to 
go on with the marriage. The stage 
is thus cleared for a wonderful 
family meeting between the Haw- 
thorns and the Jeffcotes. The parents 
get as far as plans for the wedding, 
but they have reckoned without 
Fanny. The modern girl, she has 
sized up Alan from the beginning. 
He, having assured his fiancée that 
Fanny was nothing but a passing 
frolic, is outraged when Fanny 
tells him that this is precisely what 
he was to her. The irony is still 
highly effective. Ambitious Mrs. 
Hawthorn is furious, equally am- 
bitious Mrs. Jeffcote delighted. The 
play ends with Alan sneaking back 
to Beairice, with the omens fair for 
reinstatement. It is easy to see 
how to contemporaries the penalties 
must have appeared dangerously 
light. 

A great deal in the acting 
depends on old Jeffcote, a grand 
character that dominates the play, 
and Mr. Hersert Lomas, who 
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[Hindle Wakes 


Paternal Worries 


Sir Timothy Farrar—Mr. Fretrx FEvton 
Nathaniel Jeffcote—Mr. Herbert Lomas 


originally made the part, gives a 
magnificent performance. We are 
not in a theatre, watching him, but 
in the dining-room (solidly dreary, 
without burlesque, for which full 
marks to Mr. Tony Purvis) of a 
testy, arrogant, lovable master- 
craftsman. Just to seethis lean, fiery 
figure—Mr. Lomas has the voice, 
too, of a major prophct—angrily 
jutting out his nose and fumbling 
for his elusive tobacco is an unfor- 
gettable lesson in stage cunning. 
Mr. ALEC CLUNEs’ production is ¢ 
model of clever timing and intelli- 
gent care for detail (note the 
lighting of the gas.) Mr. Mitton 
RosMER is admirably the gentle, 
decent Hawthorn, Miss Jutta Brap- 
pocK and Miss Sona WILLIAMS are 
excellent as Fanny and Beatrice, 
Miss EILEEN THORNDIKE and Miss 
Dorotuy REYNOLDs point the con- 
trast between the wives, and Mr. 
Patric Doonan amply suggests the 
futility of a spoilt boy. 
Eric Keown 





Recommended 

Love’s Lasour’s Lost—New— 
Charming production in Old Vic 
repertory. 

Buack CHIFFON — Westminster — 


Flora Robson superb in good family 
drama. 

DarPHNne LaurEoLta—Wyndham’s— 
Bridie and Edith Evans both at their 
best. 
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Fonati ha 


“Don Giovanni” 


VERYONE who frequents the 

rather _severe-looking grey 
theatre in Rosebery Avenue would 
agree that “there is something about 
Sadler’s Wells.” It may be that we 
have come to hear Tosca. We shall 
hardly have had time to wriggle into 
the most comfortable position on 
our seat—for the seats at Sadler’s 
Wells are not the most luxurious in 
the world—when our neighbour 
will say with a proprietorial air “I’m 
looking forward to this. ‘Vicky’ 
SLADEN sings a very good Tosca— 
it’s one of the best things she does.” 
We agrce heartily, and settle down 
with our friend-for-the-evening to 
discuss her other réles. “‘Were you 
here the other night for Simone 
Boccanegra?”’ he asks. ‘‘Mind you, 
I’m not sure —what I mean is, I 
think ‘Vicky’ makes Amelia too 
strong, somehow.” “Yes, maybe, 
but she isn’t a clinging Victorian. 
She is a lady of the Renaissance, 
and they were tough. Think of 
the Decameron. And her father 
was a sea captain before he 
blossomed into a Doge—nothing 
very gentle about him. By the 
way, how thrilling that council- 
chamber scene is, with Boccanegra 





ea the moonlit night flits the little grey cat, 
Slipping like velvet over my marching feet, 
Rubbing and purring with pleasure to greet 


Me, twisting and twining 
This way and that 


In an intricate pattern of her own designing— 


Not caring two hoots 
For my heavy boots— 


Until at last I stop and laugh at the fun of it 


all. 


AT SADLER’S WELLS 


and the mob and the councillors in 
their red robes; best thing in the 
whole opera—What I was going to 
say was,” we continue breathlessly, 
“don’t you think you need a rather 
strong Amelia to stand up to all 
that red-bloodedness?”’ “Perhaps,” 
agrees our companion, doubtfully, 
‘“‘and have you heard ‘Vicky’ sing 
Donna Anna in the new production 
of Don Giovanni? Now that really 
is exciting—though I have a friend 
who thinks she has made Donna 
Anna into a most revolting char- 
acter.” “Well, Ithink Donna Anna 
isa revolting character—athorough- 
going whale-boned prig. Donna 
Elvira is the one I always feel sorry 
for. Her plight is really terrible, and 
she is held up to ridicule for it into 
the bargain, poor woman. . . .” 
““MARJORIE SHIRES is a good Elvira, 
isn’t she?” “Oh, splendid. It isn’t 
easy to be distracted and musical 
and look nice all at once . . . But 
I’m afraid FREDERICK SHaRpP’s Don 
Giovanni didn’t convince me that 
he was a seducer in the grand style, 
did he you? That pointed beard 
didn’t seem to belong to him.” 
“Have you heard their new dis- 
covery?” “Which one? JAMES 
McKenna, who sang Pinkerton so 
well on tour that he was promoted 
from the chorus to be a principal, or 
MARIon STUDHOLME, who is such a 
bright spark as Adéle in Die 
Fledermaus? ...” “Yes, and AMy 
SHUARD, the new Musetta. She 
shouts a bit, but she has got the 
stuff that may make a T'osca one 
day.” ‘What I love is Butterfly. I 
came the other night to hear Joyce 
GARTSIDE sing it, and her Butterfly 


B B 


‘CASUAL ENCOUNTER 


And at that 


The little grey cat 
Leaps up in an ecstasy beside me on the wall, 





“Sea Change” 


was so dainty and so pathetic that, 
as she stood there in her Japanese 
wedding gown at the end of the 
second act, waiting and waiting 
among the cherry-blossoms for the 
lover who didn’t come, I felt I 
couldn’t bear the petals to fall or to 
see her shattered like a piece of 
porcelain in the third act. So I came 
away.” “What a frightful lot of 
different voices you need in an opera 
company,” mused our companion. 
“Think ofthe Butter fliesand M usettas 
and Zerlinas and Donna Annas and 
all the rest of them. And that is 
only the sopranos.” 


Sadler’s Wells Theatre Ballet is 
steadily increasing its repertoire. 
Act Two of Swan Lake has been 
added this season, and gives ELAINE 
FIFIELD an opportunity to show 
that she has the makings of a 
classical ballerina. Sea Change is a 
dramatic ballet about a sailor who 
is lost at sea. The choreographer is 
JoHN CRANKO, and it is well 
danced by a cast headed by SHEILAH 
O’Remty. The décor is by JOHN 
Preer and the music puts up as stiff 
a resistance to being harnessed to 
choreography as SrBErius’ music 
usually does. D.C. B. 


Arching her back and cuffing with cushioned paws, 
Wild-eyed with mischief. Then suddenly tiring of the 


game 


For no apparent cause 
Drops to the ground, feather-soft, feather-light, 


And casually as she came 


Vanishes like a moth into the night. 
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WITH MUSIC LOUD AND LONG 


. HEN a train has to be started 
at a given moment,” writes 
Bertrand Russell in his book The 
Conquest of Happiness, “it is im- 
possible to inspire the porters, the 
engine-driver and the signalman by 
means of barbaric music.” What 
- the chain of reasoning was into 
which Lord Russell introduced this 
link I have now forgotten. I quote 
the sentence to illustrate an aspect 
of the author’s craft generally over- 
looked by the public: the indomit- 
able patience and perseverance of 
the writer in his search for the truth. 
We should first remember that 
the man of letters is not usually 
happiest when dealing with dull, 
practical details. I cannot think 
that Lord Russell would turn with 
much zest from his intellectual 
speculations to such unfamiliar con- 
siderations as the carrying power of 
the note of a bassoon in varying 
weather conditions or the amount of 
space necessary for the unhampered 
manipulation of a trombone. Yet if 
his valuable illustration was to be 
based on a solid foundation a series 
of experiments would certainly be 
necessary. A slapdash writer might 
be content with one only—and find 
himself at the mercy of every inter- 
fering busybody who cared to ask 
for data as to the enlivening effect 
of a solo on the baritone oboe. I 
fancy that our author would not be 
content with half-measures. 
































He would first decide, I think, 
on a fairly loose interpretation of 
the words “barbaric music.” The 
most pertinacious seeker after truth 
would hardly be eager to force his 
way on to a crowded railway plat- 
form at the head of a bevy of 
negroes encumbered with unwieldy 
hollow tree-trunks, or something of 
the kind. An ordinary orchestra 
could do all that was required. 

Next, it would be necessary to 
approach the railway authorities 
with a request that space should be 
reserved on the premises of a suit- 
able station for, say, a couple of 
dozen instrumentalists, at specified 
times during a period of perhaps a 
fortnight. The station chosen would 
probably be a small one, on an un- 
important branch line. At the large 
termini the signal cabin is usually 
at some distance from the station, 
and conditions such as these would 
involve the unnecessary expense of, 
at the very least, a string quartet, 
in addition to the main body of 
musicians. At small stations, 
although the accommodation may 
be limited, the signal cabin is usually 
within earshot of the platform. 

I think we may take it that Lord 
Russell would not be likely to make 
his first approach to the station- 
master. It is possible, of course, if 
matters were carried with a high 
hand, that such an official might 
allow himself to be hustled into 
reserving a section of platform, at 
any rate, for the use of an orchestra 
on certain dates. It is more likely 
that such a request would be met 
with endless quibbles and delays, 
and I have little doubt that our 
author would decide to write to the 
Minister of Transport. The letter 
would probably be quite a brief 
affair, with no beating about the 
bush—simply a straightforward re- 
quest to allow an orchestra to give 
performances at a certain branch 
line station on various dates, and I 
imagine that as a sort of bait some 
suggestion would be made that by 
this means it was hoped to release a 
small percentage of porters for 
duties in the mines, or something of 
the kind. 

Once the permission of the 
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Minister of Transport had been 
obtained, and the orchestra engaged, 
final details would have to be 
arranged with the station-master, 
and here I cannot help but feel that 
the author would have to contend 
with surly looks and morose objec- 
tions. Let us suppose that he has 
produced his letter from the Minis- 
ter and explained the nature of the 
undertaking. 


Author. On the night preceding 
the experiment you will stealthily 
remove as much of the west wall of 
the main waiting-room as is neces- 
sary to permit the passage of a 
grand piano. 

Station-master. There are time- 
tables on those walls. If—— 

Author. No one must know of 
our plan until the last minute. If 
the younger members of the staff, 
and any elders of an emotional type, 
were permitted to brood about the 
affair overnight a state of tension 
might be set up which would falsify 
our results. Next, the north wall 
must be quietly demolished, con- 
verting waiting-room and booking- 
office into a chamber large enough 
to accommodate an orchestra. 

Station-master. Who’s to issue 
the tickets ? 

Author. The clerk will take up 
his position among the violins, and 
by adopting a crouching posture he 
should be able to carry out his 
duties for the short time necessary. 
An hour before the experiment you 
will call the staff together, and in a 
cool, dispassionate manner acquaint 
them with the facts, telling them 
that malted milk will be served 
immediately in the porters’ room. 
You will then take your stop- 
watch—— 

Station-master. I have no stop- 
watch !—— 


I suppose that in the first draft 
of his book Lord Russell would put 
a question-mark opposite the pas- 
sage I have quoted, or perhaps 
“check this” or something of the 
kind. I cannot help feeling that he 
must have written “verified” with 
a certain amount of relief. 

T.S. Warr 
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Three Lives 


hue twentieth century is beginning to respond again 
to enthusiasm. Twenty years ago the recriminatory 
gusto of Mr. Churchill and Mr. Bevan, the narrative 
gusto of Mr. Joyce Cary, the reminiscent gusto of Sir 
Osbert Sitwell and the visual gusto of Mr. Piper would 
have aroused shudders of prim distaste. The gradual 
change of view may be seen in the return to critical 
favour of some of the more exuberant writers of the 
past, Byron, for example, and Dickens. Renewed 
interest in Ruskin has many causes, but sympathy 
with his immense powers of feeling and transmitting 
enjoyment is the chief. The gradual revelation of 
facts that his early biographers hid makes it easier to 
understand and allow for his weaknesses; his strength is 
obvious to a generation brought up to interpose a close- 
meshed screen of taste between itself and the paintings 
and landscapes it is natura] for man to love. Of course, 
Ruskin was as vehement when he was negative as when 
he was positive: the devoted Ruskinian was headed off, 

with searing eloquence, from any primitive tendency 
’ to indiscriminate adoration. ~ But it is for Ruskin’s 
enthusiasms that we read him to-day. 

Mr. Peter Quennell’s John Ruskin is an elegant and 
serviceable introduction to his life. Sufficient of the 
psychological background is sketched in to explain his 
weaknesses and strength as a critic and his eventual 
insanity, but not so much that one more Great Man 
becomes merely a “case.” Mr. Quennell’s cool prose is 
admirable for describing his merits, though it does not 
smash them home to the reader. There is need for a 
more dithyrambic presentation of Ruskin; but this 
book probably had to be written first. 

Sir Michael Sadler in his youth followed Ruskin 
and in middle-age Roger Fry. It was Ruskin’s social 
conscience that first inspired him, and he came com- 
paratively late to Art. Throughout life he retained 
the enthusiasm that had been fashionable when he was 
a serious young man, devoted to the furtherance of 
adult education. Mr. Michael Sadleir’s biography of 
his father is written with piety, affection and gentle 
amusement; unfortunately, it is concerned with every- 
thing about Sadler except what mattered—his work 
as an educationalist and as an art patron. We see him 
incessantly plunging into new crusades, wearing him- 
self down with letter-writing, committee work and 
public speeches, dashing about the Continent, enter- 
taining students, over-spending on pictures and receiv- 
ing a good deal of miscellaneous praise coupled with 
appointments and honours of secondary importance. 
Only in the account of his defeat by the machinations 
of Morant is there much of historical importance. The 
quotations from his letters establish him as an admir- 
able letter-writer. 

Miss Lynda Grier is preparing a study of Sadler’s 
educational work. When the story of his influence on 
English Higher Education is told it may appear that 
it was partly through him that Ruskin’s social influence 
became institutionalized and effective. Sadler stump- 


ing busily through the streets of Oxford, beaming and 
bustling through the esthetes and enervates of the 
post-war world, was a figure arousing affectionate 
smiles; but it was largely through Sadler-that many of 
the xsthetes and enervates were enjoying a university 
education at all. 

From the torrent to the ice-crystal, from the 
enthusiasts to the perfectionist. Mr. Robert Gathorne- 
Hardy’s Recollections of Logan Pearsall Smith gives a 
disciple’s account of a man whom Mr. Desmond 
MacCarthy has called ‘“‘a Saint of the Life of Letters,” 
a man who bent considerable abilities and immense will- 
power to the production of a few continually polished 
fragments, each of which had the perfection that endless 
work and a life-time of reading and phrase-hunting 
could produce. He was gay, sociable, learned, and 
devoted, with a cold passion, to literature, literature 
being primarily the arrangement of words to embalm 
some aspect of experience. He was also snobbish, 
fractious, malicious and, finally, insane. Mr. Gathorne- 
Hardy loved the man, worshipped his art and suffered 
from his eccentricities. His book, which incidentally 
reveals its author as a welcome addition to the list 
of English Characters, shows Pearsall Smith as a 
curious combination of Nollekens, Alexander Woollcott, 
George Moore and Sir Edmund Gosse. 

Pearsall Smith did a small thing perfectly; but 
with the perfectionist every blemish is fatal and all 
success limited; the virtues of the enthusiast can be 
infinite and his vices swallowed and disinfected in the 
noble flood. R. G. G. Price 
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‘Unfortunately, the only French I knew was ‘ot est 
la plume de ma tante.’” 
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Cheer and Chatter 


Mr. John Fothergill, trying for many years to make 
an English inn a pleasant place where he can be 
at home with his family while indulging the extrava- 
gance of beautiful new ideas, has found it easier to 
attract cultured guests by his hospitality than to 
stabilize a balance-sheet. His taste runs to menus 
with unusual dishes, gardens with uncommon flowers, 
loose boxes qualified to hold a menagerie and noble 
wrought-iron signs. My Three Inns, a further instal- 
ment of adventures in his curious pursuit, is mainly a 
bubbling of good stories of very varying quality, with 
humour indiscriminate in kind but turned as often as 
not against himself, and employed rather too often to 
ventilate grievances incidental to his calling. Mr. 
Fothergill admits that he dearly loves a lord, drops 
occasionally into something near a confessional vein 
and surprisingly spices his pages with a kind of pungency 
rather like a stray snatch of Cobbett. C. C. P. 


For Sunday, Too 

It is impossible to review The Saturday Book with- 
out saying that this pleasing annual hotch-potch, 
lovingly brewed for the ninth successive year by Mr. 
Leonard Russell, makes a Christmas present likely to 
bring uncommon gratitude. It is a bedside book of 
such civilized variety as will stifle all but the final 
yawn. Mr. Fred Bason, cockney bookseller, barber and 
tipster, continues the dynamic memoirs that have been 
one of the chief features of earlier numbers. Nine 
persons of interest reply with cunning to a searching 
questionnaire (Miss Hermione Gingold, for instance, 
admitting that her greatest deficiency is the belief that 
bills pushed unopened behind a picture need not be 
paid), a long list of writers led by Mr. Desmond 
MacCarthy contribute stories, verses and essays on all 
manner of subjects, and there are delightful drawings, 
photographs and reproductions in colour. Mr. Russell 
serves information with the best of jam, humour with a 
nice sense of satire, and his book is dressed with rare 
good taste. 


E. O. D. K. 
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Pinto Redeemed 


Fernao Mendes Pinto, dubbed by Congreve 
“a liar of the first magnitude,” is usually bracketed 
with Mandeville and Louis de Rougemont. But 
Mr. Maurice Collis, founding the first life of Pinto on 
Pinto’s great Asiatic Odyssey The Grand Peregrination, 
reveals the supposed braggart chronicler of largely 
fabulous lands and adventures as something nearer to 
the Defoe of the Plague Year. Expert research gives 
its imprimatur to Pinto’s sixteenth century Asia and 
the extraordinary parts he played in it. He did not 
furbish up a diary. He never had time to keep one. 
He produced a great work of art, with such moral 
implications as you would expect from a merchant- 
adventurer—a Portuguese Drake—smitten to his knees 
by the impact of St. Francis Xavier. It was Xavier’s 
Pinto who dedicated himself and his booty to the 
conversion of Japan; but, finding the foot-slogging 
ways of missionary martyrdom beyond him, came 
home and wrote the unique book Mr. Collis has so 
superbly vindicated. H. P. E. 





Hope Deferred 


Having set himself a high standard in his first 
novel Mr. Robert Kee has maintained it in his second. 
Regarded as a fictional invention The Impossible Shore 
is, maybe, rather a slight affair, but as a record of 
experience its authenticity is unquestionable. Told in 
the first person, it relates the adventures of a young 
English airman liberated by the Russians from a 
German prison camp. It is a study in accepted dis- 
illusionment, of Johnny Clay’s unrepining, hardly 
ironical, realization of the gulf between technical 
liberation and an imagined liberty. Its episodes, includ- 
ing an emotional experience as scrupulously registered 
as it is transient, have a fine precision. Mr. Kee is 
reflective and analytical, but neither reflection nor 
analysis is allowed to impede the steady flow of his 
narrative. If he chooses, for the present, to play on 
an instrument of limited range, he is completely its 


master. F. B. 
Books Reviewed Above 

John Ruskin. Peter Quennell. (Collins, 15/-) 

Michael Ernest Sadler (Sir Michael Sadler, K.C.S.I.). 


Michael Sadleir. (Constable, 20/-) 

Recollections of Logan Pearsall Smith. 
Hardy. (Constable, 18/-) 

My Three Inns. John Fothergill. 
10/6). 

The Saturday Book. Leonard Russell. (Hutchinson, 21/-) 

The Grand Peregrination. Being the Life and Adventures of 
Fernao Mendes Pinto. Maurice Collis. (Faber, 25/-) 

The Impossible Shore. Robert Kee. (Eyre and Spottis- 
woode, 9/6). 


Robert Gathorne- 


(Chatto and Windus, 


Other Recommended Books 

A History of Fireworks. Alan St. H. Brock. (Harrap, 
21/-) From the problematical date of their invention (‘‘a case 
ean be made out for the Chinese, the Hindus, the Arabs, the 
Greeks, and even England’’) to the rocket devices used in the 
last war and the display in the peace celebrations. Detailed 
and lively: many illustrations, eight in colour. 

Lucifer With a Book. John Horne Burns. (Secker and 
Warburg, 12/6) A bitterly satirical and denunciatory profile 
of the American “‘private’’ school: witty, richly imaginative 
and very readable. 
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| ee us (since grown-up people must not only pay for 
books but endure them) begin with the cream— 
that rare top cream that can be enjoyed by people of 
all ages—and let us, appropriately, start with cats. 
Orlando Keeps a Dog (Country Life, 10/6), by Kathleen 
Hale, begins by telling how Orlando (who is, of course, 
the famous Marmalade cat) takes his dear wife Grace 
and their three kittens for a walk one fine winter’s day. 
As a result of this exercise, it is decided that the kittens 
need a pet to interest them. An advertisement is 
worded—‘‘ Pet wanted for three kittens, must be clean, 
honest and loving.” Many creatures apply, among 
them is a hippo (“lovin’ and honest and fond of me 
barf’’), but a black poodle with a “nose like a fat wet 
prune” gets the position, and all the usual excitement 
and happiness (described in words and perfect pictures) 
follow. Then there is The Cat Who Went to Heaven 
(Dent, 7/6), by Elizabeth Coatsworth, decorated by 
Joan Kiddell-Monroe, and this enchanting tale of a cat 
who became an artist’s companion will be créme de la 
créme to all cat-lovers. Now the artist only pictured 
animals into whom the spirit of Buddha had entered, 
but his own little cat, Good Fortune, was not proud 
like those of her kind who had refused, long ago, to 
receive Buddha’s blessing. She yearned to be painted. 
She criticized the portraits of other animals, and the 
one of the buffalo “tickled her sense of humour, for 
all at once she giggled. Quickly she lifted one little 
white paw, and broke into a series of polite sneezes.” 
At the end of the book her wish was granted and then 
“She fell dead, too happy to live another minute,” 
and Buddha rewarded her. The pictures of course are 
enchanting, as are the ones in Joan Kiddell-Monroe’s 
own book, Jn His Little Black Waistcoat in Tibet 
(Longmans, Green, 7/6), which tells of the little Giant 
Panda in the land where “five out of every ten persons 
is either a holy man and a magician, or a magician 
without being a holy man which makes life difficult.” 
The same artist has illustrated Back to the Marble 
Mountain (Oxford University Press, 6/-), by Hugh 
Gardner, which describes the charming and irresponsible 
adventures of Bear, Goat, Owl and Ostrich. Bear 
makes up verses, and Goat is kind enough to know that 
poetry does not have to make sense so long as it 
rhymes. 

Now for two longer story-books (still from the 
top layer of cream). Hoojibahs and Humans (Lutter- 
worth Press, 8/6), by Esther Boumphrey, illustrated 
by A. H. Watson is full of gay and random nonsense. 
Hoojibahs are “strange irresponsible creatures whose 
ambition it is to live like humans.” They can fly, but 
are ashamed of it. They have a giant, a poet, a mayor, 





and an Army of one-man strength who could tell the 
North because—‘“ Well, you see—er—that side of me 
was rather colder than the rest of me.” Their invasion 
of the village of Trewoggle gives mad joy from beginning 
to end. Miss Mary Dunn’s Mossy Green Theatre 
(Harrap, 8/6), illustrated by Astrid Walford, is full of 
gentle magic and wit. The author tells of a little girl 
who had been to see Cinderella at Drury Lane and who 
built a mossy theatre among the roots of trees. One 
day, when she was watching, she saw a thrush go inside. 
“And over its wing it carried several frilly pink muslin 
dresses.” She followed it as easily as Alice followed 
the white rabbit, and found that a rehearsal was going 
on in the theatre. Mention must be made of Gloria 
La Souris, the temperamental white mouse star. It 
is a lovely book. 

So much for the finest of the cream, but there 
is plenty of rich milk just below. Larger Animals 
of the Countryside (Pleiades Books, 6/-), written and 
illustrated by Eileen Mayo, has lovely pictures to 
delight those who cannot read and good text for those 
who can. Make-Believe Stories, by Elizabeth Goudge 
(Duckworth, 8/6), about Channel Island children, are 
pleasant and readable, though a bit picturesque. 
Badger’s Moon (Falcon Press, 6/-), by Elleston Trevor, 
deserves the popularity it is bound to have. 

B. E. BowERr 








“Annuals”? and Old Favourites 


The Children’s Wonder Book in Colour (Odhams, 10/6) and 
The Children’s Own Wonder Book (Odhams, 8/6) are both 
packed with excellent material by first-class authors. The former 
is beautifully illustrated. No introduction is needed to Worzel 
Gummidge Takes a Holiday (Hollis and Carter, 7/6), by Barbara 
Euphan Todd, a further instalment of adventures of ‘the 
scarecrow familiar to every listener to the B.B.C.’s Children’s 
Hour. Worzel Gummidge Again and Worzel Gummidge and 
Saucy Nancy are also available, as reprints, in the Puffin Story 
Book series (1/6 each) and from Hollis and Carter (6/- each). 
Other welcome reprints are the Green and Blue Fairy Books of 
Andrew Lang (Longmans, Green, 10/6 each). 
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“wo 4D you say these knees 
were clean?” asked my friend, 
taking one of my apples. 

“For the late afternoon, yes.” 

“They should be,” he went on 
bitterly. “They’ve been washed 
twice since dinner, and I have a 
feeling they'll have to be washed 
again before bedtime. It’s prac- 
tically impossible nowadays to 
comply with the parental orders on 
cleanliness and still have a little 
time left over to give to one’s own 
affairs.” 

I agreed. I found a loose thread 
in my jersey, and pulled it thought- 
fully. 

“Would you believe me,” he 
went on, “if I told you that last 
night I was requested pretty 
abruptly no fewer than three times to 
remove from my neck a tidemark 
which, no matter what I did (short 
of actually removing my collar), 
moved higher with each successive 

ashing. All this, mind you, not in 
decent privacy but in front of my 
young sister who, although she can’t 
speak as yet, can express her mean- 
ing well enough by other methods. 

“I'd be the first to admit that 
washing in moderation is necessary 
enough. I don’t mind a hot bath 
with my mother gently sponging my 
back occasionally. With a little 
imagination our bath rather re- 
sembles the engine-room of a sub- 
marine. But—and your own experi- 
ences will be similar—a bath really 
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WORDS ON WASHING 


is a deceit to drug you into a sense 
of false security.” 

“You mean, of course, the 
Ordeal by Twisted End of Towel?” 

“T do indeed. My ears are 
delicate things—indeed, I can recall, 
not so long ago, my mother telling 
my father that they—the ears— 
were growing the wrong way, and 
did he think they should be stuck to 
the sides of my head with sticking 
plaster. What my father said 
doesn’t matter. What is important 
is that these organs should not have 
to be submitted to a mass of towel 
being twisted into them. And as for 
hair washing . . .! Sometimes I feel 
that my parents have, so to speak, 
water on the brain.” 

My friend fired an imaginary 
Sten gun at some passing ducks. 

“The parental memory is short. 
My father, who, I’m inclined to 
think, is rather under the influence 
of my mother in the matter, was 
almost svmpathetic when, at a time 
when my nerves were jangling, I 
challenged him to turn up his 
trousers and show me if his knees 
were indeed clean. Yet again, I 
notice that after a particularly 
violent argument on cleanliness, his 
bedtime story descends to naked 
propagands 
who never washed, and out of whose 
ears there sprang an early yield of 
fair-sized potatoes.” 

“T am one of those whose con- 
centration is greatly aided by a little 
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judicious thumb-sucking. Imagine 
me, then, having to wash my hands 
every time I want to think.” 

“And it’s the inconsistency of 
parents, too, that is so trying. 
You’ve never seen your mother 
suddenly seize your father’s head, 
twist it round, and peer fixedly into 
one of his ears, have you? No, nor 
have I.” 

We ate the last of my apples and 
threw the cores at a very small boy 
passing on a scooter. 

“ Anyhow,” my friend decided as 
he stood up, “I defy any parent to 
go about the floor on his or her 
hands and knees all day and not pick 
up a speck or two of surface dust. 
Ah, well! How much more pleasant 
would be the atmosphere in the 
home if one’s word were unquestion- 
ingly accepted—if one had only 
to say: ‘By the way, I washed 
myself thoroughly to-night,’ to be 
completely believed, without the 
‘What - about - above - your - elbows’ 
and ‘Look - at - your - finger - nails’ 
which so sadden the sipping of the 
milk, and make the _ tucking-in 
parent rather more off-hand than 
should be necessary.” 


& & 


All My Own Work 
CoLLATING is one of the easiest jobs; 
Stitching ’s a stage I don’t mind; 
The end-papers, too, have a charm 
of their own, 
But the covers are rather a bind. 
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“Distinctly modern — unmistakably Wolseley ” 
a slogan; it is a declaration of faith in the continued supremacy 
of Wolseley’s post-war designing and in the good taste of 
Wolseley owners. 

“ Four Fifty” Saloon £550 plus £153.10.7 p.t. 

“Six Eighty” Saloon £600 plus £167.8.4 p.t. 


is more than 


WOLSELEY 


WOLSELEY MOTORS LTD. COWLEY, OXFORD A 

) 
Overseas Business: ey, Exports Ltd., Cowley, Fa ta soot 
and 41, Seecadttis, London, 
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We record with some pleasure that the number of 
families in which it is almost a tradition to bank 
with the Westminster grows with each succeeding 
generation. It would seem that young people find 
in the services of the Westminster Bank some 
quality which is especially attractive to them and 
this, we believe, may well be the knowledge that 
the Bank extends the same friendly welcome to all 
its customers, whether their accounts be large or 
small. The Manager of your local branch will be 
glad to tell you how the Wes‘minster Bank can 
help those whose careers are just starting. 


WESTMINSTER BANK LIMITED 
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To give 
the best 


is an expression of dis- 
cernment complimenting 
both recipient and giver: 
from the “Don Garcia’’ 
range, almost every need 
can be met for Xmas Cigars. 


In the 3 smaller sizes: 
Handy Pocket Cases of 5 and 10. 


BOXES of 25 in all 5 SIZES 


Ihe first Cigar for the best days : 


Trade Enquiries: ‘‘Don Garcia’’ Liaison Bureau, 11 Bedford Sq., W.C.1 
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Keep your face 
young... 


















Field-Day contains 
Glycerine, so giving a 
speedy shave with maxi- 
mum after-comfort for the 
most tender skin. 

A FIELD-DAY GLYCERINE SHAVE 


DOES NOT TAKE IT OUT OF THE 
SKIN—IT PUTS SOMETHING IN 


FIELD- DAY 


Brushless Shave 





ALSO IN 
TUBES 


J.C. & J. FIELD LTD- ESTABLISHED OVER 300 YEARS 








Pu 
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THE 
PERFECT GIFT for any man! 


Give him this new Wilkinson Razor for Christmas 
and each morning as he enjoys the smoothest, 
keenest shave he’s ever had he’ll murmur his 
grateful thanks. Attractively packed in a stream- 
lined black and ivory case there are no awkward 
parts to remove — just a simple self-stropping 
action, that’s all; and it’s ready to give another 
perfect shave. Added to this is an important reduc- 
tion in the price of Wilkinson Long Life Hollow 
Ground Blades, now sold in packets of 4 for 4/11d. 
— a year’s shaving in every packet! 

Made by a firm with over 170 years’ experience in 
the forging of the world’s finest cutting edges 
Wilkinson Razors and Blades are not only un- 
rivalled in quality Dut also the most economical 
to use. Your local dealer will show you the whole 
range from 12/10d. to 60/- (including Purchase Tax). 


Wilkingon 


son 












































(Inc. P.T.) 


























- LTD., OAKLEY WORKS, ACTON, W.4. 














‘Three Musketeers’: A well 
matched trio for masculine 
freshness, After Shave Lotion 
with Scalp Stimulant and 
Hairdressing ; Scalp Stimulant 
and ‘Tanbark’ Cologne; or 
Brilliantine and After Shave 

Powder. Price 25/- 


Other items in the 
Lentheric range for men: 
After Shave Lotion 8/4. 
*Tanbark’ Cologne 8/4. 


iM nl iH Miia 7 Z j After Shave Powder 8/4. 

iHBii} Nhiy WHA Gy Scalp Stimulant 8/4. 

HHH} Hl i i!\|'1i) i Wi, Hair dressing 8/4. 

i | HNN VAHUdNWUdd) TED Y Gy Lather Shaving Cream 3/-. 
il GY 


= 


“quiet, perfect grooming 


Paris: 17 Old Bond Street, London, W.! : New York 
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Moét «Chandon 


CHAM PAGNE 


Premiére Cuvée 


Non-Uin lage 


Dry Imperial 
Untage 
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COURVOISIER 
Cognac 


THE BRANDY OF NAPOLEON 


xKK 
V.S.0.P. 


V.V.O. 


NAPOLEON 
FINE CHAMPAGNE 





Man’s dressing gown 
14 gns. 







Man’s cardigan 
(medium size) 56/9 
Man’s slipover 


i i 16/- * 
Goetiem sian % Man’s slippers 


31/11 
* 
























THE IDEAL 
PACKING 
FOR ALL 
CLIMATES 
3/- Each 


ACTUAL SIZE 15/- Per Packet of 5 CIGARS | 


44 INCHES 






- * Two pairs of 
socks and 







matching tie 
in gift box 17/4 


Man’s pyjamas 
£5.15.6 


Lady’s * 


Man’s scarf slippers 21/1 


Lady’s nightdress 
85/6 | 





dn 


TO SHOP 


Go 


YOUR NEAREST 


OR TO 


JAEGER 


LONDON : W:1 





JAEGER HOUSE + 204/6 REGENT STREET : 
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EVERS HARP 
FOR EVERYBODY 


Press the top, and out comes the lead, 
step by step! Press again, and the lead a \\ 1) wy), 
can be returned to safety! There’s no 


















screwing or adjusting—just a simple 
strong mechanism, that gives you 

half a year’s easy writing witheach | 
easy half-minute filling. To match 

these graces, the Eversharp Repeater 
has good looks in plenty, and with its 
gold filled streamlined barrel, it is the 
kind of present that seals friendships— 
old and new. Price 45/10d. (inc. tax). 
























2 Other models from 12/6d. 
ont) 
"ae grt 
] When it’s family games om BRITISH 
| it’s EVERWSHARP 


PATENTED 


WADDINGTONS 


By 
MONOPOLY - CLUEDO - PIT l 
SKUDO - LEXICON - RICH UNCLE EFS 


TOTOPOLY - JIG-SAW PUZZLES 


REPEATER 
PENCILS 























J} Eversharp products are made in Great Britain, Canada, and the U.S.A. 
— EVERSHARP LTD., 195-9 GREAT PORTLAND STREET, LONDON, W.1. 
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DEO LB SALONS OB MEP EE ROME Pet ed RI ar cali 
“ ate PoP yp hn IRs “ . 


MARIE BRIZARO 


i BPR Y 
a ;. é a the ligueur =e 






ilteres 


du 1 MAURIER 


THE CIGARETTE WITH THE EXCLUSIVE FILTER 


PO RINE REE SATS yD PEPPER OTOL, PETG pitempelaviaent Syren! | 





% Now available from Wine Merchants ata Stores 
throughout the United Kingdom. 
Sole Distributors : 
Twiss & Brownings & Hallowes 
1 Vintners’ Place, London, E.C.4. 


CLAREP ORBAN Ne SD TITUS PL Dah MI NA a Og UF 
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Pil rise and shine 





MACLEANS PEROXIDE SOLID DENTIFRICE 9d. per tin 











If you use Tooth Paste you'll prefer 
MACLEANS PEROXIDE TOOTH PASTE. 1/4 and 2/- tubes 

















ata teabonable price 


These chairs are available in red, green, 
blue, brown or beige and are offered at 
the extraordinarily low tax-free price of 


£3.16.8 each 


It pays to visit Page— 
always first with lower prices 


WILLIAM PAGE & COMPANY LTD 
(Established 1834) 
Equipment Suppliers to the Catering Industry 
87/91 SHAFTESBURY AVENUE + LONDON -: W.! 


THE LARGEST CATERING EQUIPMENT SHOWROOMS IN GREAT BRITAIN 








SPECIFICATION 


Frame of hardwood 
throughout, very soundly 
and strongly constructed. 
Fully upholstered to the 
highest standard. Shaped 
back and 5” handsprung 
seat. 


DIMENSIONS 


Height of seat from floor 18” 
Height of back - - 32}” 
Width of seat - - 20° 
Depth ofseat - - 17” 


















































THE gift every Golfer appreciates, for it avoids 
the drudgery in golf. Bag Boy is the only Golf 
Cart with Independ Susp ion and air cushion 
tyred wheels to protect the clubs from jolts ... and 
more, for with a touch on the patent release the 
wheels retract round the bag, the adjustable handle 
comes down, and in six seconds it is ready to pack 
away in almost the size of the golf bag. Precision 
engineered in rust-proof dural and aluminium. 
Track extended 25’, Folded 9", with 12” x 1} 
Dunlop tyres. Weight 13 Ibs. 
THE XMAS GIFT WHICH 
LASTS A LIFETIME £7.10.0 
plus £1.13.4 Purchase 
Tax. Order through 
your Club Professional. 
Also fromSportsStores 
or write manufacturers 
for nearest stockist. 








GUARANTEED SIX MONTHS 


U.K. MANUFACTURERS €& EXPORTERS © A.C.CARS LTD. THAMES DITTON. SURREY 
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FREE HOME TRIAL! 






“HEALTH RAY SUNLAMP” 
CUAL FURPOSE—ULTRA-VIOLET—INFRA-RED 
ULTRA-VIOLET RAYS tan the skin, 
form vitamins in the tissues, create new 


blood cells, and so fortify the whole body. 
They destroy germs and clear the skin. 


INFRA-RED RAYS relieve Fibrositis, 
Rheumatism, Sciatica, etc. Made for 
Home Use. As safe and easy to use as 
electric light, A.C. or D.C., all voltages. 


PRICE 


<6 


DIRECT from the MAKERS. 


THE HEALTH RAY IS 
NEVER SOLD IN SHOPS 


WORLD-FAMOUS. OVER 200,000 SOLD IN 
THE U.S.A, & GREAT BRITAIN SINCE 1937 
READY TO USE. FULLY GUARANTEED 


POST THIS COUPON TO-DAY 





HEALTH RAY CO., Dept. =. 20 
0 


UTHAMPTON 
Please send details of your Health Ray 
Sun Lamp. 
REE attecnnecrentcne ene re Seana eee rs 











Chilprufe is such a comfort r 


Chilprufe 





The soft, cosy warmth of Chilprufe is a 
wonderful comfort to children. Their 
mothers, too, are comforted by the know- ¢ 

ledge that Chilprufe’s finest Pure Wool is a , 
sure protection against colds and chills. As 
for durability, why, Chilprufe garments are 
handed downfrom generation togeneration! 
Chilprufe’s secret process makes it the most 
economical as well as the safest underwear. 


HILDREN 


Also Chilprufe Outerwear, 
Shoes, Toysand TAILORED 
COATS for Children. Ask 
your Chilprufe agent or write 
for CATALOGUE. 


CHILPRUFE LIMITED 
LEICESTER 
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SENIORS 





























Palisading 
for the East 
or — 


Safety Barriers 
for Schools 


tie: 
FRe 











In the East people who see palisading 
going up have probably never heard 
of Bayliss, Jones & Bayliss— nor for 
that matter have the little boys and 
girls who blithely rush out of school 
and are protected by our safety U 
barriers. But the men who ordered from us knew a good deal about 
our qualifications. Just in case your knowledge is incomplete let us 
add that we make :— 








Bolts and Nuts, Railway Fastenings, Fencing, Gates, 0 I I k, Fabri d 
Steelwork, Rounds, Flats, etc., H.T. & L.T. Line Equipment, General Forgings and 
ings, Comp for 


Castings, Steel Bars, Sections for Railway and Tramway F: 
Agricultural Impl and Equip . 


Many of these things we ship to all parts of the world, that is, wherever 
architects, builders, farmers, gardeners, technicians or engineers have need of them 


Bayliss, Jones & Bayliss Ltd. 


Head Office: VICTORIA WORKS, WOLVERHAMPTON. Tel.: Wolverhampton 20441 
London Office: 139 CANNON STREET, E.C.4. Telephone: Mansion House 8524 
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HERE is the taste of the fresh-plucked 
Gooseberry, the Raspberry off the cane, the 
Pear from the tree or the more exotic flavours 
of tropical fruits like the Lemon, Grapefruit 
or Tangerine. And they’re all inside the 
crisp, sugary coating of New Berry Fruits, 
an assortment famous for their fruit liqueur 
centres. Berkeley Chocolates, too, titillate 
the palate with an assortment of exciting 
centres, each more delicious than the last. 





Mew Rerrez PReehs 


& BERKELEY CHOCOLATES 


MELTIS LTD. - LONDON & BEDFORD 


\aeaeEst \ 











HE 
“WoT ‘WATER 


Gas and a Ewart Geyser * Cut 
fuel bills * Nowaste * Constant 
supplies * Never runs cold 
Clean * Non-clog burner 


/EWART 


oa MULTIPOINT + BATH 
Loe SINK © GEYSERS 
Write for descriptive leaflet ‘‘P'’ free 


A 





14 WIGMORE STREET - LONDON + WI! 








day throughout the year 


. . . Someone will be celebrating a birthday, or 
maybe a wedding anniversary or other intimate 
occasion. Keep in mind these special dates and 
make certain that your relatives 
and friends are not overlooked 
—a Greeting Card will bring 
them so much happinessand joy. 


7k. GREETING GARD ww 
GALENDARASSOCIATION 








GU ‘ 
s 
thisXmas For the loveliest presents 
—at prices to suit all pockets, 
HEATMASTER Tableware is your 
best choice. Ask your Dealer toshow yy 
you the marvellous range—but mak 
sure they're HEATMASTER 
Send for illustrated brochure \ 
H. H. LINTON & Co. Ltd., 34 Osnaburgh St., N.W.1 
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Always \ 
ready to 
relieve the first hint 
of a cold 


Easily recharged from 
standard Vapex bottle 
From your Chemist 


1/3 


262 LTD. ENGLAND. 
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HOOKS & EYES and 
HOOKS & LOOPS again, too! 


Newey Bros. Ltd. 
Birmingham. 
Hook & Eye Makers 


by appointment to 

HA, M. The Queen 
and 

#. M.Queen Mary 


Adequate supplies of both are now available — so it should 

feo be just as easy, once again, for you to find these world 
+ famous Hooks & LOOPS as it is Newey’s Hooks & Eyes. 
& In readiness for when you particularly need Loops, ask for 


them at the Haberdashery Counter wherever you shop. 

If Hooks & Loops are age re | rl Fm 

& supplies can be quickly provided through the 
Pp Wholesale Trade as usual. 


...and SNAP. FASTENERS 














































{ DOLEIK 


Reg. Trade Mark 
AN IMPORTANT DISCOVERY 
IN THE FIGHT 
AGAINST RHEUMATIC AILMENTS 


HU 


Sufferers from Rheumatism, Sciatica, Neuritis, Fibro- 
sitis, Lumbago and Gout can now secure PROMPT 
relief from the painful symptoms of these disorders. 


DOLCIN has already succeeded in countless cases in 
this country, and in America and Canada. Dolcin is re- 
commended by Doctors and is used in clinics and 
hospitals. 


The DOLCIN discovery provides a new approach to 
the problem of rheumatic ailments by combining calcium 
succinate and acetylsalicylic acid (aspirin) in a special 
way. Not only does Dolcin provide prompt relief from 
painful symptoms — it also gives PROLONGED relief 
because it contains substances which improve the supply 
of blood and oxygen to the affected areas. 

DOLCIN is NON-TOXIC —it cannot harm the 
heart or any other organ and can be taken with safety 
over long periods in severe cases to eliminate rheumatic 
activity. 

DOLCIN is stocked by your chemist in bottles of 
100 tablets for 10/- and 500 tablets for 45/- including tax. 

Be sure you get genuine Dolcin — the original and 
tested compound. 


2 


DOLCIN, 110, JERMYN STREET, LONDON, S.W.1. 
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Who turned on the heat at 3 Acacia Road ? 


Who switched on the radiator so that the room would be warm and 
comfortable? Was it a kind fairy? In a way it was—because the 
Sangamo Time Switch by automatically switching electric appliances 
on and off does act as that much desired magic domestic. The 
Sangamo Time Switch will also control immersion heaters, porch 
lights, radios, electric kettles, etc. The Model SSA (as illustrated) 
costs only £4 8s. 3d. Ask your electrical contractor for full 
information, or write to the address below for illustrated leaflet. 


SANGAMO 
Mime Dw 


THE SILENT SERVANT IN THE HOME 











SANGAMO WESTON LIMITED, ENFIELD, MIDDLESEX 
Tel. Enfield 3434 (6 lines) and 1242 (4 lines). 
Also at Glasgow, Newcastle-on-Tyne, Manchester and Wolverhampton. 
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trip to 
New York and back! 


This is the First Prize in the Kent-Cosby ‘“‘Allure”’ 
Perfume Hairbrush Competition, A Free Trip to 
New York and back for two people, The Winner 
of the Competition can take a friend or relative along to 
participate in all the good things of the trip, travelling 
First-Class on the Queen Mary, Queen Elizabeth or other 
Cunard Luxury Liner (away approximately three weeks), 
including Hotel and living expenses in the world-famous 
Plaza Hotel, New York. Free entertainment whilst in 
New York, including an evening out with one of Holly- 
wood’s Famous Film Stars. In addition to all the above, 
£50 in cash for the Winner. 


FIFTY OTHER PRIZES OF VOUCHERS 
VALUE £2 FOR KENT’S WORLD-FAMOUS 
BRUSHES 
Everybody purchasing a Kent-Cosby “‘Allure’’ Perfume Hairbrush 
during the period of the Competition is eligible to compete. This 
simple competition consists of deciding which of the six outstanding = 
advantages of the Kent-Cosby ‘‘Allure’’ Perfume Hairbrush as 
detailed on the entry form you consider the best. Then, in the 
space provided on the entry form, state in not more than 25 words 
why you consider it to be so. 


KENT-COSBY “ALLURE” PERFUME HAIRBRUSH 
COMPETITION 


OPEN TO MEN AND WOMEN 
Details obtainable at the better Chemists, Hairdressers and Stores. 


Get your Entry Form To-day! 


G B. KENT & SONS, LTD., 24 OLD BOND STREET, LONDON, W.! 
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A Sound 
Investment 


aa NET 


WITHOUT 


DEPRECIATION 
is offered by the 


Isle of THANET 
BUILDING SOCIETY 


HEAD OFFICE: RAMSGATE- 
PH Founded 1850 
Assets £7,000,000. 
Please send Brochure and Society's 
Balance Sheet. 


Name .___ 





ET ae ee RS RE eS 


LONDON OFFICE : 99 Baker St. 
W.1. ‘Phone: WELbeck 0028 
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Harpic spares you a tiresome task, 
saves you many precious minutes. Your | 
work is done in five seconds; after that 
Harpic takes over. Just sprinkle some 
Harpic into the lavatory bowl last 
thing at night. In the morning, fiush, | 
and the job is done ! 


Harpic penetrates into the hidden | 
S-bend at the back. Cleans .. . dis- 
infects . deodorizes. Leaves the | 
whole bowl glistening white ! 


HARPIC... 


made specially for 
lavatory cleaning 


Reckitt & Sons, Hull and London 








Nothing could be closer 
than a Kropp 


@ When you use a KROPP, the blade 
does the work, and the weight of solid 
steel gives a follow-through that no 
bristles can resist. 

Shaving the KROPP way, means a 
smooth chin without scratching or 
soreness —the best shave of your life 
for the rest of your life ! 

The KROPP with a hand-forged 
Sheffield steel blade and black handle, 
costs 1§/2 at hairdressers, cutlers and 
stores. Send 23d. stamp for postage 
and brochure 160. 


OSBORNE, 


Buy a keen edged 


KROPP 


GARRETT LIMITED, FRITH STREET, LONDON, W.! 








Mearroviteh 
BLACK AND WHITE 


cigarettes for Virginia smokers 
25 for 5/3 







‘Also BLACK AND WHITE 
SMOKING MIXTURE 
2 az. tint 9/5 


ISSUED BY GODFREY PHILLIPS LTD. 





” You are invited to send for the new 
FREE Book of Famous Heath & 
Heather Herb Remedies. 


Heath Heather ba 


HERB SPECIALISTS ST. ALBANS 


Please send Free Herb Book to : 
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LIFE-BOAT FACTS 


AAR ARADO 


LIVES SAVED 


Over 75,000 lives have been saved 
since the Life-boat Service was estab- 
lished in 1824. An average of 11 lives 
per week. Help the life-boat men in 
this magnificent work by sending a 
contribution. 

ROYAL NATIONAL 
LIFE-BOAT INSTITUTION 
42, GROSVENOR GARDENS, 
LONDON, S.W.1. 

The Duke of Montrose, K.T., C.B., 
C.V.0., V.D., Treasurer. 

Col. A. D. Burnett Brown, M.C., T.D., 
M.A., Secretary. 

















| MiniCine, the 
Nicest _ for Years 


€5.5.0 includ- 
» ing 6 Films! 
J Tax Free! 
For Motion 
and ‘ Still” 
Pictures. 
Numerous 
filmsin Black 
and White 
and Colour 
available. 
Entertainment and _ Instructional 
Films: Fairy Tales, Comic and Ad- 
venture Stories, Religion, Sport, 
Nature and Science. 

COLOUR Films 3/6 each. 
Ask your MiniCine Dealer or write: 
MARTIN LUCAS, LTD., 
HOLLINWOOD, LANCS. 






























20/- 
Bottle 








ay Arromernanet 
Oe 8 ET mHRCHANT TO RR OO COED 


DRY FLY 
SHERRY 


al 


PRODUCE OF SPAIN 


A glass of DRY FLY 


SHERRY is the ideal 
aperitif, and is a gracious 
welcome to your guests. 
Obtainable all over the world 
from your own Wine Mer- 
chant, or from: 


FINDLATER MACKIE TODD &CO.LTD. 
Wine Merchants to H.M. The King. 
Wigmore Street, London, W.I. 
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COCKTAILS 


4\s should be made 
chi 





By Appointment 
Gin Distillers 
toH.M. King George VI 





DRY MARTINI + PERFECT - MARTINI 
50-50 - PICCADILLY - BRONX + GIMLET 


21/- per bottle ° 11/3 half bottle U.K. ONLY 





shaker cocktails 


READY TO SERVE 











Olympian socks, by jove! Made of pure 
wool disciplined against shrinking by Wolsey’s 
famous Duo-shrunk process. Every pair size- 
right to the last. Ask for Wolsey Cardinal socks. 


Wolsey underwear is also Duo-shrunk. 


Wolsey Ltd, Leicester 
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—and when the days of “ Pool petrol 
only” are over, you will find once 
more that—you can be sure of Shell. 
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For over half a century 
Grate Gress 555 
have maintained their 
reputation as the best 


cigarettes in the world 





Export 








AINGON MAKING RUBBER SERVE INDUSTRY 
i) Uct 
Do your pumps pump anything that 


LINATEX PUMPS 


are pumping better? 





’ Tue Linatex Pump is designed and built by Wilkinson engineers 
f wy, to take full advantage of the phenomenal wear-resisting 
Wy qualities of Linatex 95% pure natural rubber. * Unequalled 

fo) for pumping acids, or solids in suspension, Linatex 

x Me. Pumps have proved themselves in long, trouble-free, 

“¢ >, “> low cost service. 
cd 
*e “% 
s, < m 
o b “e, 
c R &5 & 
Ay Ww 
& t o he > 
A 
Vo Yr. % 
4 .% 
Fag §%,% 
oO; a. ’o 
Le $,, ¢ 
| Hoy ‘> 
Se 4 
Su 
ss c. ETC; 


OUR RESIDENT ENGINEER for your area will 
gladly catl and discuss any problems with you. 
WILKINSON RUBBER LINATEX LTD., FRIMLEY ROAD, 


%* The strength and resilience 





CAMBERLEY, SURREY. TEL. CAMBERLEY 1595. Also in 
Canada, Australia, South Africa, India, U.S.A., Belgium, Holland, 
Scandinavia, Malaya, etc. Also makers of Linatex, the Linatex 
Rubber Ball Mill, Linatex pipe and tank linings, the Linatex 
Safety Valve and Flexatex Hose. 


Packing 


of Linatex has been proved 

in countless fields of in- 

dustry ... and has a life 

up to 500% longer than 
mild steel. 
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EVERY TIME 
YOU SEE 


A POLICEMAN 





THINK OF 


CHATWOOD 


for protection against 


fire and thief 


SAFES, STRONGROOMS AND ALL SECURITY EQUIPMENT, SAFE 
DEPOSIT INSTALLATIONS, FIREPROOF OFFICE EQUIPMENT 








THE CHATWOOD SAFE & ENGINEERING COMPANY LTD. 
SHREWSBURY 
Agents for Eire: 
T. & C. Martin, Ltd., D'Olier House, 21-24 D'Olier Street, Dublin, C.5 



















No, Madam, nothing to do with spivs 
... a sore of drone, rather, which 
replaces the fearful clatter of metal 
when gears are machined in TUFNOL. 
Engineers and manufacturers will 
appreciate the point. 


He had 





to hide his invention 
from men’s anger 


N 1779 Samuel Crompton, a mill worker, invented his 
spinning ‘‘ mule ”—an invention that was to bring untold 








wealth to Britain. But in those days textile workers feared 
that the “ mule ” would throw them out of employment, and 
Crompton was compelled to hide it in order to save it from 
destruction. Nevertheless, Crompton persevered with faith 
and courage. Gradually the confidence of the workers was 








Tufnol gears, bearings, and 
bushes are used extensively in 
machinery to reduce noise and \ 
absorb vibration. 
Not only on gears and bear- 
ings but in thousands of other 
€ 


ways, Tufnol is used to improve REGISTERED TRADE MARK 








machines in practically every An ELLISON Product 
industry. Can Tufnol improve Light in weight ... Easy to machine... 
Acid resisting .. . Electrical insulator... 


D ? 
your products oF plant , Made in sheets, tubes and rods, 


TUFNOL LTD + PERRY BARR «+ BIRMINGHAM © 22B 
706A 








assured, and Britain’s mighty textile industry is the result. 


Crompton’s dogged spirit lives 
in Britain today — not least 
among the men who are suc- 
cessfully struggling to over- 
come the nation’s electricity 
shortage. Already electricity 
may be used freely at all times 
except at peak hours, and 
continually new applications of 
electricity are bringing greater 
efficiency to our factories and 
new comforts and conveniences 
to our homes. 

















Films can be used to sprecd 
knowledge of the latest applica- 
tions of electricity. The E.D.A. 
film library is at the free disposal 
of all interested bodies. Call at 
your Electricity Service Centre 
for further particulars, or write 
to the Electrical Development 
Association, 2 Savoy Hill, 
London, W.C.2. 














(and 00, very 
probably, 
would she) 


Pp EOPLE who know their France — if 
only from English wine lists — will 
receive a bottle of Grand Marnier in 
that state of mind described as ecstasy. 
Grand Marnier comes as nectar to 
those who, once in @ while, seek the 
almost legendary enjoyment of civilised 
eating and drinking. 


Grand Marnier 


The only liqueur made exclusively 
with Cognac brandy 


SOLE DISTRIBUTORS: L. ROSE & CO. LTD. ST. ALBAN? 





A Christmas GIFT 
FOR A FISHERMAN 


Me 
FLY BOX 
The Flies are held by a mag- 


netic force, and while easy to 
get at, cannot fall or blow out. 


PRICE 36/9 INC. P.T. 


Other interesting suggestions 
in our CHRISTMAS GIFT 
LIST on request from :— 





«+ @ nome to angle with ! 


REDDITCH ENGLAND. 














INTO THE SUNLIGHT 


Sterling 


A really exotic good time, with- 
out travel or currency snags. 
Sunshine, gaiety, sport ; scenery, 


history, shopping. Europe’s 

most up-to-date hotel offers rare HOTEL 

service, cellar, cuisine. 125 bed Ph. we 
and bathrooms, 8 main suites, 

on Valetta’s Grand Harbour— oenicia 
just 8 hours off by air. MALTA G.C, 








Write for full details from The Malta Hotels Company, Ltd., 


Public Relations Division, 


34 Grosvenor Street, London, W.1 





Come to 





. . « here at Bournemouth you 
will find pleasant relaxation . . . 
moderate temperatures and a 
variety of recreations so wide as 
to cater for every demand. You 
will never forget your stay at 
Bournemouth . the invigor- 
ating pine-perfumed sea air .. . 
the comforting climate, such rare 
moments will become lovely 
memories in the years ahead. 


Eceernernouth 


The All-Seasons South Coast Resort 


Restaurant 


Car Expresses from Waterloo. 


All-Pullmon ‘ Bournemouth Belle’ runs daily 
Send for Guide Book (Post 6d.), P.O. please, or free folder and Hote! List 
from W. Birtwistle, Information Bureau, Room 58, Westover Road 
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BLIND JOHNNIE ° 


Johnnie was five when he came 
to us helpless, piteous, blind 
from birth. Now he isa “ fat 
and happy” boy who can read, 
write, run about—and laugh! 
The loving care that has 
wrought this change is but one 
aspect of the great work of the 
Royal Society for the Blind 
that has gone on for over a 
century. The Society is not 
nationalised and this labour of 
love needs help—your help—in 
these difficult days. Will you ? 
Donations gratefully acknowledged 
by the Hon, Treasurer, 

J. M. Ritchie, O.B.E., M.A., Ph.D., 

ROYAL SOCIETY for the BLIND* 

104 Salusbury Road, Brondesbury, London, N.W.6 
Patron: H.M. QUEEN MARY 


* Abbreviated title of Royal London Society 
for Teaching and Training the Blind. 




















) ts 


By Appointment Cyder makers to 
H.M. KING GEORGE VI 
William Gaymer & Son Ltd. Attleborough & London 


H.M. QUEEN MARY 

















“PUNCH ” 
CHRISTMAS CARDS 


are now on sale at good-class 
Booksellers and _ Stationers. 
They are attractively boxed— 
6 cards with a different Punch 
Drawing on each, and 6 
envelopes per box. 


Cost per box is 4/2, which 
includes 1/8 Purchase ‘Tax. 
Post free, British Isles. 

Uf difficulty in obtaining, please apply 
direct to the Publishers, the Fine Arts 
Publishing Co., Ltd., Burlington Works, 
Cornwall Avenue, London, N.3. 









































f wave ronderful 


CHRISTMAS HOLIDAY! 


* Old-fashioned 
Hospitality. %* Hearty 
Christmas Cheer * In 
beautiful Derbyshire. 
Mr. A. J. Hewlett is waiting 


to welcome you. 
Telephone : 2000. : 











“LAMMIE” GAUNTLETS 


FOR REAL COLD 

WINTRY WEAR 
Hand-sewn pelts with 
the natural fleece inside. 
All sizes, in a_ rich 
medium brown shade. 
Built for hard wear. 
The wide Gauntlet, 
with its fleece turn- 
over, fits well over 
the coat sleeve 
and makes the 
cold stay out. 
Money back 
if not sat- 
isfiec 


47/6 


Post Fre>. 
Give usual 
glove size and 
say whether for 
41/ man or lady. 
nae Send him, or 
Free her, a pair 
Barbours, this Xmas 
They will clean up 
and last for years as 
a reminder of your 
kindly thought. 


104, Beacon B'ld’gs 
South Shields. 











Pi 
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“Oh, to feel the Sussex 
downland turf beneath 


And see below me Eng- 
land’s cradle, cradled in 
the trees, . 

To stride the ancient 
track, and know the 
thrusting breeze, 

And stand on _ history’s 
frontier, where sea 
d land meet oA 





Come to Jeffery Farnol’s Country 
You must have read at least one of the famous stories from 
the pen of this great novelist about Sussex . . . then stay at 


WARNES of WORTHING 


The hotel in the centre of romantic Sussex 
SPECIAL WINTER TERMS ON APPLICATION 


Worthing 2222 








led by the 
Atlantic 








U.S.A. 
AND 
CANADA 


Service, cuisine, and comfort 
unsurpassed afloat for over a 
century have earned the ships 
of this famous fleet pride of 
place on the Atlantic and made 
them the first choice of the 
discerning traveller. 


For full information apply Pier Head, 
Liverpool 3 (CENtral 9201), 15 Lower 
Regent Street London S.W.1. (Whitehall 
7890), 85 Leadenhall St., (Avenue 3010), 
or principal travel agencies. 


Cunard White Star 
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No. 7 ‘Virginia’ Cigarettes 20 for 3/10 
ALSO Abdulla Turkish and Egyptian 
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CURRENT PLATITUDES| 


2 





STANDARDISE ! 


Nothing could be more | 
necessary, but the best cut | 
boiler suit soon palls for the |) 
fastidious. We only cater 
for those who wish to 
express their individuality 
in exclusive designs of high 
quality socks and 

knitted garments. 


Ng 
ve 
ge oe, 
T wu & 





Discriminating men of all 
nations look for the 
“A” knitted in our 
fine quality socks 

and knitted apparel. | 


Enquiries to 


ALLEN SOLLY & CO. LID. 


ARNOLD, NOTTINGHAM 























losts tess Ce maintain / 


Because — 
Made principally of steel 
Steel-preserving electrolyte 


Fully enclosed active materials 


Practically free from — 
self-discharge ¢ 





(N.B. Nife Batteries 
are not yet available 
for private cars or 
domestic radio.) . 





NIFE BATTERIES ° 


REDDITCH 









STEEL BATTERIES 


WORCESTERSHIRE 








* FOR AIR-MINDED CHAIRMEN AND DIRECTORS 





“See you in Rio, Senhor 


— tomorrow 


OUR DAYS A WEEK you can leave 
London Airport by B.O.A.C. 
after breakfast and be in Rio de 
Janeiro early the following after- 
noon. Your South American 
customers appreciate that sort of 
efficiency. 


British Overseas Airways 
operate the most frequent — and 
therefore the most time-saving — 
air-service to principal South 
American cities. B.O.A.C. air- 
crews are heirs to the centuries-old 
British tradition of courtesy, 
reliability and navigating skill, 
andevery B.O.A.C. airliner carries 
a steward and stewardess. 





afternoon! ”’ 


FAST, FREQUENT SERVICES 
From London to 


Rio de Janeiro 4 flights weekly 
2 


Sao Paulo ” ” 
Montevideo Be is a 
Buenos Aires 3 


Subject to alteration 
Fast services also to Natal, the Bahamas, 
the West Indies, Miami, Havana, Panama, 
Lima, and Santiago. 





It’s often cheaper to 
ship by air 


Lower insurance, packing and ware- 
housing costs— and also. in shipping 
to countries that assess Customs 
Duties by gross weight, the lighter 
packaging—means that air freight to 
South America is often actually 
cheaper than sea freight. 











B.O.A.C. TAKES GOOD CARE OF YOU 


FLY” BOAC 


Reservations and information at no extra charge from Travel Agents, 
or from British Overseas Airways Corporation, 
Airways Terminal, Buckingham Palace Road, S.W.1. (Victoria 2323) 
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THE MOST 


UNLIKELY 
PEOPLE 




















WILL APPRECIATE 
THE GIFT OF 


BOOK 
TOKENS 


3/6 5/- 7/6 10/6 12/6 and 21/- 
— plus fourpence service fee — 


and for the Children 


BOOK TALLIES 


of course. Prices 74d.each, 7'6 for 12 
% a 

















— HELFORD OYSTERS 


From Helford River, clearest and cleanest 
of West Country waters, come oysters famed 
for their succulence and flavour. Hand- 
picked for condition, and cleansed under 
laboratory control as a double check on 
purity, packed tosurvive the longest journey 
-Helford Oysters can reach you through 
the post! Send | 5/- for 25 (medium size) Helford 

Oysters, carriage paid 


Duchy of Cornwall 
Oyster. Farm 


| 
| 







PORT NAVAS 
CORNWALL 










SS 





Fast felling or cross cutting by ONE MAN; 


One man can take the Danarm power 
saw to the remotest site and fell or cross 
cut with ease and speed—1i2" in 42 secs. 







Cuts up to 22” diameter (40” in emerg- 
encies). Also TWO MEN Models in all 
sizes, petrol or electric. Catalogue on equest | } 


Powered by 
Villiers Petrol 
Engine or 
electric motor. 












ng Fe 


DANARM ONE MAN PORTABLE POWER SAW 


WN.SHARPE (LY | J. CLUBLEY ARMSTRONG DANARM, ABFORD HOUSE, WILTON ROAD, LONDON, S.W.1 


BRADFORD 
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By Appointment to 








Send a Harvey’s Gift Case 


The faultless choice. Harvey’s world-famous Wines packed in 
Cases and delivered to your friends before Christmas, provided 
that orders are received not later than December toth. Here are 
several examples : 


CASE NUMBER ONE CASE NUMBER TWO 
1 bottle Anita Sherry 1 bottle Falanda Sherry 
Light brown 18/- Superior rich golden 20/- 
1 bottle Finita Sherry 1 bottle Brown Cap - 
Full pale 17/6 Old Tawny Port 18/6 
Total Price £1.17.6 Total Price £2.0.0 
CASE NUMBER THREE CASE NUMBER FOUR 
1 bottle Merienda Sherry 1 bottle Club, Amontillado 
Pale medium dry 18/6 Sherry . Dry 18/6 
1 bottle Shooting Sherry 1 bottle Green Cap Port . 
Full golden 19/- Fine tawny 19/6 
1 bottle Club Port 1 bottie: the Directors Bin 


Old lig my. speciz | Very superior old 
d light tawny, special 20/6 Guus, dee tale 
£3 .0.0 


Total Price Total Price So. 01. 0 
SPECIAL “BRISTOL SHERRY” CASE 
1 bottle Bristol Milk Extra superior old golden 23/— 
1 bottle Bristol Dry Very superior old Fino 25/- 
1 bottle Bristol Cream Choicest old full pale 27/- 
Total Price ca. .6 


THE CASE FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 
Full pale 17/6 
Light brown 18/- 


1 bottle Finita Sherry 
1 bottle Anita Sherry 
1 bottle White Cap Port Old full tawny, dry = 19/- 
1 bottle Hunting Port Fine tawny 22/- 
1 bottle Haut Médoc Claret 10/- 
1 bottle Havvey’s Reserve Cuvée Champagne 22/- 
Total Price £5.10.0 


Carriage and Packing inclusive in every case. 


We shall be happy to send you the full list of our SPECIAL 
CHRISTMAS CASES, ranging in price from 37/6 to 110/-, 
on receipt of a postcard with your name and address. 


JOHN HARVEY 


& SONS LTD. OF BRISTOL 
Founded in 1796. London Office: 40 King Street, St. James’s, S.W.1. 
Subsidiary Companies or Branches at Kidderminster, Cardiff, Portsmouth, 
Devonport, Chatham, Glasgow, and at Beatties of Wolverhampton. 
CVS-37 
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Assets £63,000,000 





Established 1825 a 





pe ES SES 


There is 


no Better Safeguard 
against the catastrophe of the 


head of the family’s death than 
a Standard 


Family Income Policy 


for particulars, write to 


The 
e 
Standard Life 
Assurance Company 
Head Office: 3 George Street + Edinburgh 


London Office: 3 Abchurch Yard, Cannon Street, E.C.4 
15a Pall Mall, S.W.1 








“I got him a Rolls Razor and he said 












. §Fancy having 

a wife who 
buys you the 

World’s Best !’”’ 


A Rolls Razor is a lordly gift to 
receive, a luxury to use, an economy 
to own. For its one hollow-ground 
blade lasts for years and keeps its 
edge in fine fettle by stropping and 
honing itself. Give him a Rolls 
Razor, the World’s Finest Safety, 
and you give him a satin-smooth 
chin for the rest of his life, 
ROLLS RAZOR LTD. 
Sales Works & Service, London, N.W.2. 


Showrooms, (Callers only) 
193, Regent Street, London, W.1. 


ROLLS RAZOR 


Superbly designed — Beautifully made 
Makers also of VICEROY Electric and Non-Electric Dry Shavers RRS 








The fabie of the 





at the spartan way of life he found in a certain isle. 
‘Ah!’ he cried, ‘I fear you must despise the 
superior elegance of my attire!’ His hosts dis- 
creetly forbore to point out that his suit had come 
from their own best tailors, his sword from their 
own armourers, his hat and boots from their native 


hatters and cordwainers. They wisely preferred 


things that way round. 


Britain’s best merchandise ts the quality of her manufacture, which 
as still the envy of other nations. TI is busily selling British skill 
in such forms as wrought aluminium-alloys, precision steel tubes, 
licycles, ski-sticks, electrical equipment and automobile parts. 


Every dellar which can be made that way is needed, and every 


softer coin. ® 


TUBE INVESTMENTS LTD-THE ADELPHI-LONDON. W.C.2 





well-dressed man 


A Visitor from another land 


once exclaimed in admiration 





OF FAMOUS RACEHORSES 








PERSIMMON (1893) bay colt by St. Simon— Perdita II 

Bred and owned by H.R.H. The Prince of Wales—later King Edward VII— 
Persimmon was the first to win the St. Leger for a member of the Royal Family. 
He was trained by the late Richard Marsh and ran nine times altogether; in 
spite of his being beaten twice, his total winnings amounted to £34,706. 

ersimmon’s successes included the Derby, St. Leger, Jockey Club Stakes, 
Ascot Gold Cup and Eclipse Stakes. He died on February 18th, 1908, and 
his skeleton is preserved in the South Kensington Muscum. 


This series is presented by the House of Cope as Rs ae 
a tribute to the fine traditions of the turf. During Now con spp Foy 


54 years of service to sportsmen, David Cope Ltd. G@ 
have jealously guarded those traditions. May we Cores 
send you details of Cope’s Confidential Credit Service ? 


DAVID COPE: Ludgate Circus, London, E.C.4 


“ The World's Best Known Turf Accountants” 
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As my neighbour said, over the privet, 
“I enjoy good advice—when I give it— 
And my mother-in-law 
Can just fasten her jaw 
With a GKN Black Mild Steel 
Countersunk-Head Rivet ! ” 





The best advice we can give to those who are not already familiar with the 
multifarious and highly descriptive names of our products, is just not to 
worry their heads about them. The best advice we can give to anyone is : 


If iTS A MATTER OF HOW TO FASTEN ONE THING 


TO ANOTHER, GET IN TOUCH WITH G Kq y 


GUEST. KEEN & NETTLEFOLDS, LTD. ADVISORY BUREAU: Heath St., Birmingham, 18. 
BOLT & NUT DIVISION: Atlas Works, Darlaston, South Staffs. 
LONDON OFFICE: 66 Cannon St., London, E.C.4 
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HE 

4 Good-natured, good-tempered —and good for a ten-mile walk! 

i, i! A picture of fine health and high spitits. Is your own dog like 

i that? If he’s not, it’s up to you to help him. After all he can’t 

Ei tell you how he feels, even if he’s wretched. One Bob Martin's 
Bi) once a day will provide, in carefully balanced proportions, those 
Fr i substances which help a dog to enjoy life, to be frisky and 
ie friendly — because he’s really fit. Start him on Bob Martin’s 
: iH | Condition Powder Tablets today. In cartons, 8d. and 1/8d. 

Hf | | POOR CONDITION POOR COAT LOSS OF APPETITE LISTLESSNESS 
Ae — watch for 

Stat these common 

i signs 
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FOR THE NAUGHTY —OR NEW-LOOK 
NINETIES NIECES 











“WE'LL JUST 








DROP IN 

TO SEE OUR Whether you heard Gladstone say it in ’86 or 
whether you can’t remember when skirts were 

NEW BUILDING — worn shorter, there isn’t the slightest doubt that 

ALL THE you'll take to Kia-Ora with as much gusto as a 


modiste talks in guineas. For everyone who’s 
EQUIPMENT {5S tasted the pure deliciousness of these fruit- 
fresh Squashes says :— 


STEEL— BY 


¢ Ch alel 
MEP ienw . AQLGLOT 
Ch AS BPRS = tad} Wiser Ay § 





“HERE'S GOOD HEALTH TO YOU" 


Qi 
: When sugar is no longer 
‘ rationed to us, there 
Laci) will be no shortage of 
; Kia-Ora, 


-OF COURSE” 
the most delicious of all fruit drinks 





ORANGE + LEMON + GRAPE FRUIT + LIME * LEMON BARLEY 





Sankey-Sheldon Limited, 46 Cannon St., London, E.C.4 
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I WILL GIVE YOU 


Some of our 
MORE MILES PER GALLON! 


Customers 
W.H.SMITH & SON 


SAYS MR. MERCURY 


oul 
| 


{| * 4: 
_. - and youll find it easier to solve || gy 
pour gift problems at Smith's, too ey NATIONAL BENZOLE MIXTURE 
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Keeping him on the 
happy side of Christmas ts— i 






























Christmas has begun the moment you arrive at 
Austin Reed. You will spot 
irfnumerable presents. In 


fact Christmas shopping 


% A good pair of slippers 
makes life tolerable on long 
winter evenings and cold 
mornings. We have these 
with cosy linings and 
leather soles at very reason- 
able prices. Prices from 
22/10. 


becomes a triumph of 
efficiency and pleasure for 
himself, herself, themselves 
and yourself. If a trace of 
indecision lingers, give him 
one of our Gift Vouchers— 
from 5s. to £5—exchangeable 
at any Austin Reed shop. 


We We have a large 
number of pullovers, 
with and without 
sleeves, in a variety of 
stitch, style and pat- 
tern. There are some 
with V or round necks 
and some reversible — 
a different colour on 
each side. Prices from 
25/-. Also cardigans 
from 26/6. They all 
have one thing in com- 
mon—the man within 
remains warm, con- 
tented and grateful. 






a part of the 
AUSTIN REED service 


AUSTIN REED OF REGENT STREET, LONDON AND PRINCIPAL CITIES . LONDON TELEPHONE: REGENT 6789 








Printed in England by Messrs. Bradbury, Agnew & Co., Limited, at 15-20, Phoenix Place, Mount Pleasant, W.C.1, and published by them weekly, with one additional 
summer issue and one additional winter issue, at 10, Bouverie Street, London, E.C.4.—WEDNESDAY, November 30, 1949. 








